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CHAPTER ONE 
« MARCHING ORDERS »' 

|HEY tiptoed through the hall and down 
the stairs, just as their father came 
swinging out of the library door in a 
tremendous hurry and nearly fell over 
them on the lowest step. 

"Hello, kiddies, dear little kiddies! ** he cried, 
catching them both in his arms with a big hug. 
"Fm so glad you happened to come just at this 
minute, for IVc got to leave you again. ** 

"Nurse told us,** faltered Patricia, trying not 
to cry. 

"Yes,** Captain Lee continued, "it's too bad, 
isn*t it? And I have only time to pack and get 
right out. But 1*11 be home again in a month or 
so, and then we*ll have larks. Eh, Patty? Eh,lod 
Trad?** 

His deep voice had a catch in it that was 
almost like a sob. But the two children put their 
damp faces on his shoulders and said never a word, 
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for they were of soldier blood and knew how to be 
brave. 

**I wish that I had had longer notice of this 
trip/' he continued, bending to kiss first one little 
head and then the other, **so that I might have 
made some arrangements for you. But FU tell 
Nurse to let you go to your Aunt Mary's. You 
can go to-night if you want to. It is never neces- 
sary to let her know. Just take your nighties and 
trot over, and she will give you the same jolly wel- 
come she used to give me when I was a tad. She 
has a fine kitchen for cookies, and Patty can make 
fudge to her heart's content." 

He tried to speak cheerfully, but failed, and so 
for a moment held them close before he added: 

"Now, dears, good-by. Time's up I You are 
not crying, are you ? " 

"N-no," they both protested; **c-course not.** 

He kissed them and stooped to pick up Trad- 
dy's cap. "I see," he said, putting the cap on the 
bright curls with loving hand and glancing at Pa- 
tricia's blue jacket and hat, "that you are all ready 
for a walk, and now I guess you'd better run away 
to the park. It would break me all up to have to 
say *good-by' to you at the last minute." 
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"I could pack for you," hesitated the little girL 
It seemed as though she could not let him go. 

"I tould tarry your grip," urged Traddles. And 
again the fatiier gathered his little girl and boy in 
his arms. 

"You darlings," he cried, "you plucky little 
darlings! But, there; I have work before me. Run 
along, m write to you. Don't get into mischief. 
Look out for automobiles. Good-by I " 

He led them to the door, opened it, and they 
went out lingeringly. But when they were gone 
and the door was closed. Captain Lee, of the Engi- 
neers* Corps, U. S. A., stood for a moment in the 
shadow of the hall and covered his eyes with his 
hands. 

Nurse Sleigh came out of the parlor door as he 
stood there, and he stopped to tell her that the 
children would go over to their Aunt Mary's on 
the other side of the square for a couple of weeks, 
and that she might take that opportunity, if she 
chose, to visit some relatives in New Jersey. Then 
he sprang up the stairs, two at a time, litde know- 
ing that on account of what he had said to the 
nurse, and because Aunt Mary had not been noti- 
fied of the proposed visit, his two littie ones were 
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going to be free to wander for many long days 
with no one missing them or dreaming that they 
were far from their accustomed playground in 
Gramercy Park. 

Captain Lee threw some things into a steamer 
trunk, laid out his charts and delicate instruments 
with more care and consigned them to a special 
traveling case, and completed his hurried prepara- 
tions for departure. Then the taxicab honked at 
the door, and the soldier-engineer was soon being 
whirled through the streets to the wharf; and in 
another hour, in the steamer Cristobal^ he was ar- 
ranging his maps on his srateroom wall: thus get- 
ting ready for some preparatory work which he 
intended to do in the leisure time he should have 
during the five days* voyage to the Canal Zone. 

Soldiers, particularly those connected with the 
department of constructive engineering, are always 
**under marching orders,** and Captain Lee had a 
theory in regard to the troublesome River Chagres, 
in Panama, that the President deemed worthy of 
attention. The officer had been much in the lower 
portion of Central America, and believed, with the 
natives, that there are subterranean tributaries to 
the river that rise in floods to the destruction of 
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the canal masonry. And it was to discover the 
source of these streams that he was speeding away 
from his two motherless little ones now, little 
dreaming, as he pinned his charts upon the wall 
and looked over his maps of Mexico and Central 
America, that his children were going to have 
strange and mysterious adventures along those 
same rivers before he was to see their rosy faces or 
hear their loving words again. 

Meanwhile Patricia and Traddles were within 
the tall gates of Gramercy : a park which no one 
may enter except the birds and the property own- 
ers with keys. 

Patricia was on her knees modeling a snow 
man, a work that she had commenced several 
mornings before when an unusual storm had heaped 
the comers of the square with drifts of glistening 
beauty. 

"It's doin to snow aden," remarked Traddles, 
standing with his feet wide apart and casting a 
weather-wise glance at the sky. 

"No, it isn't, either," returned Patricia, with- 
out looking up. "The sun is shining." 

" All wite," assented Traddy cheerfully, replac- 
ing his red cap, that had fallen off as he looked 
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up. "All wite, den. I didn't feel a ittle told 
fewer on my cheek: I des fought I did, dat's alL" 

He loyally disregarded the big, lazy flakes that 
were even then beginning to circle through the 
air. If Patty did not want it to snow, he would 
be the last man to suggest such a possibility to 
anybody. But he was getting tired of standing 
around with nothing to do, for idleness and dis- 
content always go together, and he was just about 
ready to cry for his father when, with a swift pat- 
ter of feet, a number of boys in jerseys came dash- 
ing past in their Marathon practice. 

Patty scrambled to her feet and brushed the 
snow from her blue serge skirt, for a girl likes 
nothing better than an athletic contest, and she 
eagerly watched the runners. 

Their coach was a tall, handsome boy with 
yellow hair. She gave him a dimpling smile, and 
the red ran into his tan cheeks as, from the comer 
of his eye, he saw her standing there. But he gave 
no further heed to her as he held his gun-metal 
watch in his hand and timed the flying feet of the 
runners with the hurrying hand on the dial. 

She heard the quickened, rhythmic beating of 
their hearts as the boys passed by; the pat, pat of 
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the light, swift-falling feet. They turned the first 
comer, made the second, leaped for the third, and 
then two, the others falling out, speeded for the 
goal, neck and neck. 

"Good I" shouted the young coach; and, un- 
seen by them, from the place she had taken in the 
shelter of a fir, Patricia clapped her hands. She 
wanted to see the race, and stayed where she was. 
But Traddy laughed, and strolled over to talk with 
Officer Grimes at the gate. 

The next time around, one runner came in 
ahead by half a length. The third and final lap 
the same boy won by half a dozen yards. Then 
after an animated discussion with their young cap- 
tain they went leaping away like young fauns to- 
ward their club rooms for the cold plunge and rub 
down after their exercise. 

Meanwhile Traddy and Mister Grimes were 
having an animated discussion on the subject of 
whiskers. 

"Where did you detdose whissers?" asked the 
boy, with an admiring glance at the policeman's 
big, bristling red mustache. 

"I raised them," answered Grimes. "Didn't 
you ever hear of whisker seed?" 
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l^raddy shook his head. 

"Tould Idetsome?" he inquired, lifting his 
sweedy serious eyes to the policeman's bearded 
face. 

"Of course you could. Any kind you want" 
The officer's sides shook with laughter. "Here, 
take this penny and go down to the grocery on 
the corner yonder and ask Mister Hodge for a 
copper's worth of whisker seed. He'll give it to 
you. Tell him I said so." He crowded a penny 
into the little pink palm, and added: "Now, what 
color are you going to get?" 

Traddles hesitated, with his hand on the gate, 
while the policeman repeated his question. "Are 
you going to get red, like mine, or blue or brown 
or white?" 

"I'm doin to det white," replied Traddles de- 
cidedly; "white whisser seed." 

"Good for you," said Policeman Grimes heart- 
ily as, folding the penny tightly in his hand, the 
little boy prepared to go. "Then you come back 
and I'll tell you how to plant 'em. You'll have a 
fine crop some day." 

"All wite," agreed Traddy, and the jolly offi- 
cer, who knew Captain Lee and was the special 
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friend of Traddles, swung the big gate wide and 
the little figure started toward Third Avenue. 

"He mustn't know that I'm going along to 
take care of him," said the bluecoat, smiling to 
himself and keeping a few paces behind. "He's 
the manliest little duffer on the whole square, but 
I'll not let him out of my sight for all of that. I'll 
give Hodge the wink to sell him something that 
will pass for whisker seed. Bless the baby I It'll 
be a good story to tell his dad." 

So he strolled down the street with the red- 
capped tradesman trudging ahead, while again 
Patty happened to look out of the park just at the 
moment when the tall, yellow-haired boy, whose 
name was Robin Reed, looked in. 

For Patricia, being a patrician, had a key to 
Gramercy Park, and Robin had none. Long years 
ago the man who fenced the green square made 
the provision that only the people who owned 
property on one of the four sides facing the park 
should enjoy its privileges. This was done for 
purely business reasons, since the donor was a 
real estate dealer with the property to sell; but 
it has had the effect of keeping the blossoming 
acre in all its beauty while the rest of the old 
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part of town is being changed and its traditions 
swept away. 

Patricia smiled at the boy, who politely raised 
his cap. 

"How's your father?" he inquired. 

"He is well, thank you,'* replied the little 
maid. "He sailed for the Canal Zone to-day. The 
President sent him." 

She lifted her head proudly, and the boy ex- 
claimed: 

"Gee, that's great I I should think you would 
be proud of a father like thatl I read last night's 
newspaper accounts of him, and guess he's the 
finest engineer in the army. I cut his picture out 
of the paper and put it in my watch.'! 

Her eyes were wet, but she smiled at him 
happily through her tears. "He's good, too," she 
added, and then suddenly noticing the frost feath- 
ers in the air, cried: "Why, it's snowing, and I 
told Traddy that it was not I" And she felt a trifle 
troubled because she had disputed the weather 
prophet of a few moments before. 

"Yes," said the boy, with a glance at her 
work. "Your snow man will have a thicker coat 



soon." 
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"And then it will thaw and he won*t have any 
coat at all," she added. ** He'll melt and run away.** 

"The flowers will drink him up,** agreed the 
boy. "There are a lot of crocuses and violets 
asleep down there. They'll be stirring and calling 
ior their little green coats soon. It*s almost Spring.'* 

Patricia moved toward the gate. She liked 
Robin Reed. 

"Come in,** she said, hospitably. But Robin 
answered: 

No, thank you. I haven't a key." 
I'll let you in," she urged. "I can open the 
gate from the inside." 

But politely, though none the less positively, 
he shook his head. 

I haven't any one to play with," she coaxed. 
I guess Mister Grimes has taken Traddy home. 
And he's too little for me to play with, anyway. 
Daddy has to be away most all the time, and I'm 
lonesome. All the children I know are in Europe 
or the South." 

Her eyes were full of tears. And, seeing them, 
Robin kicked the fence and scowled. 

"There are a lot of children around here," he 
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observed, awkwardly, at last But she curled her 
little pink nose. 

"They are East siders,** she said, as though the 
cause of her loneliness was fully explained. But 
his cheek reddened. And while she looked out of 
the palings, with pride, with more pride he 
looked in. 

"Tm an East sider," he said, and started to 
walk away. 

"Ohl" she cried. "Please don't go. I— I 
didn't mean to be horrid, like that — " 

But with head held high he kept on toward 
Third Avenue, beyond which was his home. 

"Don't go," cried Patricia again. And at the 
sound of a sob in her voice he turned back. 

"I can't go into the park," he began, frankly, 
as he came up to her again, "because I am not en- 
titled to a key—" 

"But I," she commenced to say, eagerly — 

"I know; you would let me in," he interrupt- 
ed, "and I thank you. But you see, when a fellow 
is poor he is apt to be prouder than the deuce. He 
just can't accept favors. But," — ^with a sudden 
happy thought — ^**why can't you come outside? " 

Sure enough, Patricia understood that part, at 

28 



Digitized by 



Google 



44 



MARCHING ORDERS 



least, of his argument. Still she hesitated, look- 
ing at her snow man. 

"The flowers will get him anyway," said 
Robin, following her glance. **F11 bet they are 
nibbling his toes now. See the way he grins! 
Won't you come out and play with me?" 

He had a glint in his blue eyes and a merry 
smile on his boyish lips. Patricia pushed open the 
tall iron gate and went out. And as it creaked on 
its hinges, in opening, a flurry of snow suddenly 
thickened in the air, covering the beautiful Metro- 
politan tower like a veil, while from their place 
in the high belfty the silver bells rang melodiously: 
**One, two, three." 
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CHAPTER TWO 
"THE STEPS" 

j RADDLES came up chirruping, like a 
red bird in the snow, just as Patricia 
joined Robin outside the park. And 
behind, at a safe distance, walked the 
chuckling officer. They had been to the grocery, 
where Mr. Hodge, the grocer, catching the wink 
of Officer Grimes, had gravely measured out a 
penny's worth of millet which he put in a striped 
paper bag and ded with a scarlet string. 

Patty nodced this bag in Traddy's hand when 
he came up. 

"What you got in that bag, Traddy?** she 
asked. For she was not above sampling sweets at 
any time. 

"I've dot whisser-seed here." 
"Whisker-seed?'' 

A warning nod from the policeman kept her 
from laughing outright. 

30 



Digitized by 



Google 



(4 



THE STEPS** 



"Umph-umphI" answered Traddy. "White 
whisser-seed." 

"Hello, Wobin." 

** Hello 1" Robin shook hands with the little 
chap and greeted the officer with a friendly bow. 
"Fm glad you've come, Trad," he said. "Patty 
was just going down Irving Place with me to see 
the old houses that are being tumbled down. 
Won*t you come along?'* 

"Ess, I'll tum, too," replied Traddy. "Good- 
by, Misser Dimes." 

"Good-by, Good-by, sir," the brass-buttoned 
giant replied, heartily, and then added, to Robin : 
"Take good care of them, my lad. The little 
chap tells me his father started for Panama to-day; 
he's off on service for the government. So we'll 
all have to keep an eye on the children. Better 
get them home before dark. This snow will come 
on harder with the dusk." 

"All right," responded Robin, acknowledging 
the big policeman's nice sentiment with a smile. 
"I'll be glad to help look after them. We are just 
going down to Seventeenth street, opposite the 
Washington Irving house, as it is called, where 
they are taking down that old brick row, to build 
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the new high school. The men have pulled 
down all but the lowest stories of the old houses. 
On the one nearest the comer there is not much 
of anything left but the high steps that used to 
lead to the front door. They end now in air. 
You ought to see how queer they look in this light 
snow.** 

"I go off duty in a few minutes now," said 
Grimes, "but to-morrow I may stroll down and 
have a glimpse at your flight of stairs. They look 
queer, do they? Well, mind you don't go up themi 
No tellin' where you'd land. They'd laugh at me 
at headquarters if I should have to.report that three 
kids had been lost who were last seen goin* up the 
Steps to Nowhere, wouldn't they now?" 

He swung along on his beat, smiling at his 
whimsical name for the steps, as Robin called over 
his shoulder: 

"No danger of that.** Which proves just how 
little a fellow can tell what is going to happen to 
him at any time. For no sooner had he turned 
away, than Patricia said: 

"I dare you to go up!" 

"Pooh I'* he answered. "That's nothing, just 
running up a few stairs I But where's Traddy ?" 
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Patricia looked around in alarm. 

"He was here a minute ago," she said. And 
Robin laughed: 

"There he is, scudding a block ahead, like a 
good fellow, rll bet he heard what Grimes said 
and is going to be the first one up I See his little 
red coat through the storm ? There, I told you so. 
He's climbing the steps!" 

Sure enough. They looked at each other in 
amusement. 

"The little scampi" said Patricia, and ran 
ahead. 

"Wait for us, Traddy," she called, "and don't 
lose your cap I " 

"Don't fall off the steps into the cellar," 
shouted Robin, "you might get hurt." And he 
ran on, smilingly, after the little girl. 

So calling they scampered along the block 
that separated them from the small adventurer, 
whom they could see, through the blurring snow, 
still mounting the stairway. 

But when they reached the foot of the steps 
they glanced up them, then stared at each other 
with paling faces. 
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For Traddles was gone/ There was no sight or 
sign of him anywhere I 

"Traddy," Patricia called, "where are are you, 
dear? Don't hide 1" 

But there was no reply. 

"Perhaps he has fallen off the top," thought 
Robin, and he dashed around the steps and down 
under them, sick with the dread that he might 
find that litde scarlet-coated form lying among the 
broken bricks. 

But Traddles was not there I 

Robin heard Patty run up the steps as he went 
around in front of them again. But when he was 
about to call out that Trad was hiding somewhere, 
he stopped in surprise. 

For although the print of her dainty little shoe 
was in the snow on the steps pointing upward^ beside 
the sturdy track made by the little boy^ Patricia had 
disappeared as completely as though she had been a 
melting snowflake; — just as Traddles had vanished 
but a moment or so before I 

Robin leaned against the broken balustrade a 
moment, dizzily. 

"G««, what a joke I" he said, at last. "They 
certainly have me puzzled ! " 
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''Hello! Hello, you kidsl" he caUed. "I'll 
give up. I can*t find you.*' 

He waited a minute, expecting to hear Pa- 
tricia's merry laugh. But all was silence. 

''Hello, Hello!" 

By this time his big voice made the people on 
the other side of the street peer out of their win- 
dows, curiously. But he paid no attention to them 
as he eagerly scanned the place to discover a nook 
big enough to hold his playfellows. 

"Hello!" 

Now he was making a trumpet of his hands 
and bellowing like a bull of Bashan. But still 
there was no returning shout. 

Patricia and Traddles were gone. And the 
lights of the evening were beginning to flare in the 
nearby windows and to blossom among the leafless 
trees of Gramercy. 

Robin beat his hands together in despair. 
What should he do? Officer Grimes had gone. 
Another policeman was walking the beat. Any- 
way he could not have explained that he had 
really lost the little girl and her brother in the very 
way that they had ]oked about! It seemed too 
absurd to be true. He didift believe it himself! 
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He would make one more effort to find them. He 
had promised to keep an eye on them, and he 
must be faithful to the trust I 

The storm had, by this time, increased to a 
blizzard of whirling, feathery snow, not cold, 
but blinding. Maybe they were at the top of the 
steps, after all, hiding behind the still standing 
posts and laughing at his anxiety. He gave one 
more long look about and below. He halloed and 
halloed again and set the wild echoes flying. Then 
he returned and without a moment's hesitation, 
ran swiftly up the steps. 

A second he might have been visible to any- 
one going by. But after that he could not have been 
seen or founds for he had joUowed bis friends on their 
wonderful and mysterious journeys that begun on the 
Steps to Nowhere I 
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CHAPTER THREE 

THE BACKWARD, TICKLISH CLOCK 

|HEN Traddles reached the top of the 
steps that had once led to the front 
door of the old brick house in Irving 
Place, he heard Patricia calling. But 
just as he was about to answer he saw, through 
the blurring snow storm, another flight beginning 
where the first left off. 

These steps, which were wider and finer than 
the ones he had just ascended, wound upward in 
shining curves of delicate frost work, and the ban- 
isters were supported by silver cupids that appeared 
to be trudging up also. So this small rosy boy put 
his hand on the rail and joined the procession. 

Steadily he climbed, on and on, forgetting in 
his new discovery, all about his sister, while beside 
him marched the cupids, ana that was how it hap-- 
pened that he met the Clock running down ! 

This was a fat clock, set on a pair of remark- 
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ably nimble bow legs. But as he was ninning 
down backwards he would have bumped into the 
litde boy and, perhaps, knocked him over, if the 
latter had not called sharply. 

" Hello, dar,** just in time to avoid a collision. 

As it was, the clock wheeled around in the 
greatest surprise and dropped his hands from his 
face to stare at the wee red capped laddie, who 
gazed back at him in equal wonder. 

**Hel-lo," returned the clock, at last, sepa- 
rating each word into syllables: "Fm tic- tic- tic- 
kled to see you I'* 

Traddy laughed. But he was not as much 
surprised to hear a timepiece talk as an older per- 
son might have been. For it is sadly true that 
grown-ups forget ^iry-secrets and so miss many a 
fairy adventure. 

" Where you doin' ? " he asked, quite as though 
he had been accustomed to meeting old clocks on 
the stairs. 

"Fm bound foryes-ter day," the clock replied. 
"Want to go to yes-ter-day ?'* 

"Is dat to-morrow? " inquired Traddy, doubt- 
fully. He was a bit confused. But with a whirring 
chuckle the clock said he would explain how he 
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happened to be running backward. But first he 
advised Traddy to sit down on the steps, because 
it was rather a long story. 

"Cud-die up to Cu-pid," he snickered, "and 
old Time will stand stilL" 

Traddy sat down and leaned against one of 
the silver figures that supported the railing, while 
the clock told all about the curious things that had 
happened to him. 

He had been a busy timekeeper, he said, for 
about a hundred years, measuring off the days and 
nights with his Dutch weights, into exactly twelve 
hours apiece as he flung "tick" to one side and 
"tock" to the other side of the neat Colonial 
kitchen. Then came the American Revolution. 
And there was an immense amount of shooting 
going on. One morning a cannon exploded near 
his home and jarred him from his place on the 
walL Down he came, with a crash. And he told 
Traddles, in his funny ticking way, just how the 
brisk, bustling maids screamed and chattered about 
it as they swept his broken pieces up on the dust- 
pan. They were going to toss him away with the 
ashes when a boy came into the kitchen and teased 
for the fragments to play with. 
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'He said: *I -want -to -see -the -cogs -go - 
'round,* " whined the clock with a grin. "You 
know there is always a boy around to meddle with 
things. Why if it weren't for boys — " 

"What did he do den?" Traddles interrupted. 
And the clock answered: 

"Took out my weights — ^pulled out my strings 
— ^jerked out my wheels and the rest of my things 
— then went away and left me." 

"Too bad," said Traddy, sympathetically, 
then added, "Tum on, somewheresl" He got 
up as he spoke; but the clock waved his hand for 
him not to be in a hurry. 

"We will go pre-sent-ly," he said, "but you 
must nev-er in-ter-rupt a sto-ry. I was j ust say-ing, 
*if it were not for boys* — Sif down, won*tyou?" 

"All witel" The clock seemed annoyed, and 
Traddy cheerfully sat down again beside the silver 
cupid, "Den what did you do?'* 

"I lay there for half a cen-tu-ry; for-got-ten, 
si-lent and a-lone.*' 

"Too bad," repeated the little chap so kindly 
that the clock began to cry, but thought better of 
it and stopped suddenly. 

' I mustn't cry I Tears rust my works / " he said, 
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briskly. "Al-ways re-mem-ber that. Tears rus-J 
your works! But come, I can talk as we run." He 
hopped along down the steps backward witk 
Traddy facing him. 

Continuing his story, he said that he migh^ 
have been left in the attic until this time if some 
one had not wanted the old oak high boy that he 
was resting upon. But when the dim, dust-cov- 
ered chest of drawers was carried down he was 
taken with it and sent to the clock-maker's to be 
repaired. 

At this point they came to a platform where 
the stairs curved abruptly. Traddles, not noticing 
where he went, fell down a step or two and lost 
his cap. But the clock caught it, jauntily, in his 
large hand, and gave it back as the boy scrambled 
to his feet. 

"Thank you," whimpered Traddy, who had 
always been accustomed to cry when he fell down. 

^^ Tears rust your works,** warned the timepiece, 
so the wee chap laughed, instead. 

"Go on," he said, jamming the red cap down 
firmly on his curls, "what next?" 

For a moment the clock did not reply, and 
Traddy poked his finger in his side impatiently. 
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But he hardly expected him to jump and squeal 
and double up as he did. 

"Don't d-d-do thatP he stuttered. "I'm 
tic-tic-tic-ticklish I " 

And it was some time before he could collect 
his thoughts and go on with the tale. 

When he did, he explained that this clock- 
maker who repaired him, would have been a very 
good workman, indeed, if he had not chanced to 
be absent-minded, left-handed and cross-eyed. But, 
as it was, when he replaced the wooden cogwheels 
and weights, that used to be in the old Dutch case, 
with modem machinery, he put it in wrong side 
foremost. This made the clock run backward, in- 
stead of ahead, as all well-regulated clocks do. 

Traddy thought this was unfortunate, and said 
so, but the clock hastened to reassure him. 

"Not at all, not at all," he ticked. "Any 
clock can find to-mor-row. I go back to yes-ter- 
dayl" 

He began whirring and whizzing as though 
he intended to strike the hour. But he was only 
preparing to sing, and it was bewildering to see 
him keep time by rubbing his hands over his face 
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and hopping nimbly backward down the steps as 
he repeated : 

" Tick tock and tock o ticky 
Someone played a funny trick. 
Put my works in wrong side out^ 
Swung my pendulum about, 
Thais the reason, tick o tock, 
I am such a Backward Clock,^ 

"Wait a midit," cried Traddy, clutching at the 
clock's fat side. 

" Dont tic-tic-tickle me^ gasped his companion, 
dodging his hand, *^don*t tic-tic-tic-kle meT^ 

"I didn't," said Trad. Then as they came to 
a halt, inquired : " What's dis place ? " 

Right beside them, in the wall that edged the 
curving stairs, was a door which the clock 
pushed open. Through the opening thus 
made, Traddles could see red-roofed houses and 
many people moving about the green and pleasant 
streets. There were soldiers in scarlet uniforms, 
as well as men in wide breeches and women and 
girls in quaint, full skirts and tiny caps. They 
were coming and going and appearing at home 
and engaged in what appeared to be their every- 
day tasks. 
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" Whafs dis ?" asked the litde boy again, put- 
ting his hand on the latch. And the clock made 
answer: 

" This is the little lost door to yes-ter^day. Come 
through I''' 

And Traddles Lee, of Gramercy Park, still 
grasping in his hand the small striped-paper bag 
of white whisker-seed that he had so lately bought 
of Mister Hodge in Third avenue, without a word 
TCiOTt followed his guide over the threshold of the Past* 

Then the little door swung noiselessly shutv 
and there was not so much as a footprint on the 
frosty stair to show where he had walked. 

But a moment after the door closed, Patricia in 
her blue dress, and with her brown curls flying to 
the breeze, ran by the very place crying and calling: 

"Traddy, Traddy, where are you, dear? 
Trad-eel Trad-eel'' 

Then, as there was no reply, she sped on and 
on, to meet with adventures of her own as strange 
as those which were before Traddles and Robin 
Reed, in a different land of yesterday I 
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CHAPTER FOUR 
THE LITTLE LOST DOOR" 

TROOP of redcoats came marching 
up the street, some with swords clang- 
ing at their sides, and some with mus- 
kets carried against their shoulders. 
Traddy wished, for a moment, that the clock's 
hands were not both engaged. He wanted to feel 
a reassuring touch on his own little fingers. 

But his guide said, with a side-ways wag of his 
head: 

"Don't be a-fraid. Brit-ish sol-diers would-n*t 
hurt you. Look at the jol-ly old chaps in bag-gy 
breech-es. They're Dutch-men I" 

He ticked off all this information, in a matter- 
of-fact way, as they walked along the broad, tree- 
shaded avenue which he called the " Bouerie," and 
Traddy looked around to see the pretty, red-roofed 
houses set back in orchards and gardens facing the 
street. The name sounded familiar to him. But 
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he could not know that the Backward clock had 
really taken him back two hundred years to the 
Bowery of old New York. 

"Those are Burgh-ers — ^the round, rol-lick-ing 
rogues I "said the clock, whirring the words as 
though he liked to say them. "See*em smoke!" 

Sure enough every man had a pipe nearly as 
long as himself; and he whiffed it steadily as he 
walked along, talking out of the side of his mouth 
to whoever might be with him. 

One or two stopped and spoke, and pulled 
Trades hair as he went by, in a friendly way. But 
when they had passed the rambling, many-gabled 
tavern with its picture sign, of a king in a white wig, 
hanging over the door, they came up to a house 
where some one was singing. 

The song was accompanied by a ^*' thua-i-ty^ 
thudy splash/ " and the little boy asked his compan- 
ion what the funny sound might be. 

"Vrouw Win-kel sing-ing her churn-ing 

song," replied the clock. "The ''thud-i-ty thud* is 

the noise of the dash-er. She calls the fair-ies to 

make the but-ter come. Go up to the stoop and 

see her. I must be jog-gingi " 
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"Don't leave me I" cried Traddles, wildly, 
clutching at him. 

"Ouch! D-d-don 't tic-tic-kle me!" he gig- 
gled, backing away. "I must go, don't s'pose Til 
see you again I You know Time is fleet-ing! " 

He was cheerful about it, but Traddy puck- 
ered up his mouth to cry. He felt very lonesome. 

"Don't rust your works," called the timepiece, 
waving his hands. Then he bobbed and capered 
to the turn of the road and out of sight. 

But little did he know what was going to happen 
to change his plans before he had gone much further 
on his Journey / 

Traddy rubbed his little fist in his eyes, as he 
stood stock still at the gate of the singing woman; 
and again the song with its " thud-i-ty thud^ splash/ " 
came to his ears. 

He cocked his curly head to one side until his 
cap fell off. But when he had replaced it, he crept 
timidly in through the gate and went up the white 
gravelled, posy-bordered path. 

The good vrouw stood on her stoop, bending 
over a fat stone chum and humming like a bee 
over a flower. 

Green vines swung scarlet trumpets around her 
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from the porch columns. A gray cat and three 
plump kittens purred and blinked at her feet, in 
the sunshine. 

" Buiuercbeey buittercbee coom ** — she sang 

** Alt-can laid-le-chee buitterchee^ coom — *' 

Then she stopped, in great surprise, to see 
Traddles standing before her. 

"Mein gootnessi" she exclaimed. 

For no little boy in early Dutch New York, 
just after the British occupation, ever looked in the 
least like him. And so, quite naturally, she took 
him for a fairy. 

"Welcome, welcome, Mein Herr Nixy Noxl 
she cried, dropping her chum dasher and holding 
out her large, white, dimpled hands. Then she 
made him a low curtsey, and her stiffly starched 
white apron rustled on the white sanded floor as 
she bent. 

"Welcome, Nixy Nox." And the smile on her 
round, rosy face was good to see. 

"My name is T 'addles," said the small boy, 
taking off his red cap and gravely returning her 
l>ow, "and I want my sister." 

"Goot, Mein Herr Nixy Nox. Aha, I know 
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you. You vas a goot fairy I Haf you brought me 
some butter? Aha, we shall seel" 

She pried up the round top of the squat chum, 
smiling and nodding her head. But before she 
peered in she looked at him and sang, this time very 
knowingly: 

" Buitterchee, buitterchee, coom 
Alican, laidle chee^ tub-i-chee vail** 

Then she beckoned, and he went up and stood 
beside her, while together they looked into the 
chum. Sure enough. There were many litde yel- 
low islands floating on the sea of buttermilk. And 
the rosy vrouw laughed "Aha, aha ! " again as she 
defdy collected them on the dasher, brought them 
to the top of the churn and drained them in to a 
shallow wooden bowl that was near at hand on a 
bench near the wide half>door. 

"Goot, Mein Herr Nixy NoxI*'she cried again, 
much pleased, thinking, of course, that he had 
brought the butter by some fairy charm. "Dank 
you." She bowed until the edge of her apron 
again rusded crisply against the floor and the silver 
ornaments on her white cap jingled. 

"My name's T*addles," he repeated, not 
quite liking to be called "Nixy Nox." But she 
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only nodded and said: **Yah, ha I** and dipped a 
shining pewter cup into the chum and gave it to 
him, brimming I 

That milk and the sugary, spicy, nut-filled 
cakes that went with it, probably kept him from 
crying, and thus injuring his reputation as a fairy, 
when he again asked for Patricia. 

But as it was he tucked the litde bag of white 
whisker seed into his red reefer pocket, and nib- 
bled away on his cookie, wondering whether it was 
his breakfast or his supper. 

He remembered that it was winter and grow- 
ing dark when he had run away from Patricia and 
Robin up the steps in Irving Place. 

But now it looked like morning. Birds were 
singing in the sunshine, and the smell of apples 
was in the air. 

He thought the clock must have had some- 
thing to do with the change in time. Perhaps 
Vrouw Winkel might know. But she was busy 
patting the butter in the bowl, and as he watched 
her, from the little white stool she had given him 
under the shadow of the trumpet vine, he forgot 
all about his question. 

It was such fun to see her turn the yellow but- 
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ter over and over in the bowL She worked out the 
milk with her broad, wooden ladle until there was 
not one little blue-white drop to be seen. She took 
a handful of salt out of a Delft crock, and this she 
scattered over the whole mass. Then she mixed 
and separated the butter and made it up into nice 
little cakes which she dented, with the edge of her 
ladle, and packed away in wet squares of snow- 
white cloth. 

Traddles had never seen butter made in a 
Dutch kitchen before; and he wondered what she 
was going to do next. But she bustled merrily into 
the broad door, and bustled merrily out again, 
smiling and jingling the silver ornaments that 
svmng from her cap down each side of her rosy 
cheeks. And she brought out a round stone crock 
under her arm. 

"Look, look, Nixy Nox,** she called, gaily, 
thinking no doubt that he would be glad to see 
how well she cared for the butter that he had 
charmed into her chum. 

So, with his mouth full of cookie and wet 
with buttermilk, he watched while she packed the 
rolls of butter into the crock. Then, catching it 
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up, she trotted off with it to the spring house that 
was at the foot of the garden under the hill. 

"Coom," she called, smiling over her plump 
shoulder at him. And he ran after her. 

But the cat purred coaxingly at his feet, and 
he stopped to feed her a morsel of cookie. So it 
happened that he did not, after all, see Vrouw 
Winkel put the butter crock in the cool, cemented 
place that was always dripping with the waters of 
a bubbling spring. 

Because when he started to follow where she 
had gone, he lost his way along the very tallest 
holly-hocks that he had ever seen. 
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CHAPTER FIVE 
"ADVENTURES AMONG THE HOLLY-HOCKS" 

JRADDLES found himself wandering 
through a forest of satiny pink and 
white and crimson and yellow blos- 
soms that were high above his head. 
He had missed Vrouw Winkel, but was still trying 
to find her, when a young man came along with a 
brown, short-legged dog running at his heels. 

The young man was dressed in extremely wide 
bloomer breeches that were gathered at the knees 
and fastened with large silver buckles. There were 
similar buckles on his shoes, and his felt hat was 
kstened with a feather. As he came near he 
swung his stick right and left among the flowers, 
knocking off a dozen blossoms at a blow. 

"Stop dati " cried Traddy, who had been taught 
to respect flowers. And the young man stopped. 
More than that, he opened his eyes and his mouth 
in astonishment to see the wee, red-capped figure 
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standing in his path and commanding him. He 
said things about it that Trad could not under- 
stand — because he did not know Dutch, Then, 
all of a sudden he swept off his feathered hat and 
bowed most politely. 

"Goot morgen," he said. "You vas a fairy? 
Yah? You must oxcuse me; I vas not expecting 
you." 

And the long, low, rakish dog w^ged around 
his feet. 

"Fm a boy,*' said Traddles, "dat's what I am I 
And I want my sisser." 

He was very near crying again, but he re- 
membered what the clock had said. He must not 
let tears rust his works — here among strangers, 
any way. His cap fell off and the long dog caught 
it on his nose. Traddy laughed as he took it and 
repeated: 

'I want my sisser. And I want her now!''* 

'Yah ?" inquired the young man, sympathet- 
ically. "Where iss she?** 

"I — ^I don't know." He shook his head upon 
which the red cap was safely perched again, and 
something splashed on his cheeks. "I — ^I don't 
know — ^" 
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"Aha," cried his new acquaintance, "then 
must we find her.'* For he was quite sure that 
Traddles was a fairy in disguise, wandering about 
in the hope of receiving kindnesses from mortal 
men. 

But the little boy smiled through the some- 
thinz-thatshall-be-nameless that was shining in his 
eyes, and exclaimed: 

"All wite, den I Where is she ? " 

"Somewheres, alreadty yet,** responded the 
Dutchman with cheerful confidence. **Coom on, 
Nixy Nox, coom on, TunkeL We*ll find her. Den 
you'll do something for me? Yah?** 

"Yes," assented Traddy, eagerly. But little 
did he guess what curious favor the young man was 
going to ask of him. 

They turned to make their way out of the 
garden of holly-hocks. But just then the dachshund 
caught sight of a gray squirrel frisking through the 
grasses, and set out after him; dashing between his 
ma8ter*s legs with such sudden and unexpected 
force that the young man fell down, dropping his 
srick and hat, and sprawling among the flower 
beds. 

As he got up, wiping the mud from his hands, 
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he said things that Traddy could not understand — 
because he did not know Dutch. Then they went 
into a lane that bordered many snug farms sloping 
down to the river. But they did not pass Vrouw 
Winkel's house. 

The little boy asked his friend if he knew the 
lady of the chum. Thereupon the young man 
blushed and stammered; but just as he was about 
to reply, Tunkel ran up with such speed that he 
had to step aside quickly to avoid another tumble, 
and then Traddy was asking for Patricia again. 

"Is my sisser here?" he inquired, gazing up 
and down and hoping that he should see the little 
girl in her cherry-trimmed hat and blue dress com- 
ing toward him. 

But the Dutchman shook his head in a puz- 
zled way. 

**Ve shall see,** he answered, "ve shall see,** 
and Traddy had to be content. 

"What's your name?'* he asked, at last look- 
ing up at the dull, good-natured face of the Dutch- 
man. And when he heard that it was Peter von 
Punk, he laughed, for it reminded him of a jolly 
nursery jingle. 

But Peter was serious enough as he led the 
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way across the fragrant fields of new mown hay to 
his own farm and into a jolly, squat, red-gabled 
house, with a wide door that was open like a win- 
dow at the top. 

The little boy had noticed a similar door in 
Vrouw WinkePs stoop, and he liked its big brass 
hinges and brazen latch. But he saw that the house 
was not nice and orderly like that of the butter 
maker. Boots and saddles, guns and traps were scat- 
tered all over the unswept floor, and the table was 
littered with many strange things. 

" Haven't you dot any muwer ? ** asked Traddy, 
with fellow sympathy. He could only account for 
the untidiness and loneliness of the place in that 
way. 

'Haven't you dot any muwer, at all?" 
'No," answered the young man, sadly. "Tunkel 
and me was by ourselves, alone. But, maybe you'll 
help me get a wife. — ^Yah ? " 

Trad did not know how he could help him 
get a wife. But he seemed to expect it of him. So 
he nodded, and Peter, who took it for a fairy prom- 
ise, sprang out to the middle of the floor and 
danced till the dust arose in a cloud and Traddy 
sneezed violently. 
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Tunkel seemed to feel that it was a celebration 
of some sort that he ought to have part in. So 
he barked and frisked around his master's legs 
until he tripped him up just as he had done in the 
holly-hock garden. 

*^Gek/** shouted Peter, springing up and run- 
ning after the mischievous little animal; but Tun- 
kel always sought a safe place after he had landed 
his man, and was now out of sight and beyond the 
vengeance of his master, who had to content him- 
self with calling ^*Gek^* which is Dutch iovDunce^ 
after him again, angrily. 

** Where's my sisser?'* whimpered Traddles, 
after the excitement had died away. And his com- 
panion answered, soothingly, that he would bring 
up the ponies from the pasture, and they would 
set out on their search for her. 

But first they must have something to eat, be- 
cause it was noon. 

Then he took a huge pair of bellows and blew 
the coals smouldering in the great black fire-place 
into a ruddy glow, and soon the kettle began to 
swing and sway on its crane above the fire, and in 
a short time there was a bubbling sound and the 
smell of good things cooking. Traddy sniffed 
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hungrily, and Peter, laughing, put before him a 
bowl of steaming onion and potatoe soup. 

Beside this soup, which was very good indeed, 
were some queer little cheeses that Traddy did not 
like at alL 

But he did not mention that kct to Peter, who 
was, by this time, busily packing the saddle bags 
with bread and meat and krout and klabber, the 
last two articles of food nicely sealed in small earth- 
enware jars. 

Then he went off to the pasture after the horses, 
never stopping to ask if Traddles could ride. 

For he did not doubt for a minute that the 
litde red cap was a fairy, and, of course, fairies can 
do everything. 

Then, from the farm house stoop Traddy saw 
him coming along between two little shaggy ponies, 
and his heart trembled. He had never been on 
anything more fractious than a hobby-horse in all 
his four years of life, although, Hke every other 
small boy, he was fond of boasting that he could 
ride Uke one of Buffalo Bill's own wild western 
men. 

Now he was going to have a chance to find 
out anyway, although Patricia was not there to see. 
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So he rose gallantly, and as one of the rough-maned 
ponies stood still he tried to climb, unassisted, to 
its back. Once, twice he tried, then Peter, thinking 
it was a fairy trick to show how kind he could be, 
lifted him to the saddle and put the reins in his 
quivering fingers. 

" Tuk vas a goot old pony, "he said, as he picked 
the little red cap from the ground, where it had 
fallen, and replaced it carefully on the boy's bright 
head. 

Then he mounted his own horse, and with 
Tunkel barking at their heels, they rode away to 
follow the course of the river, northward, Traddy 
clinging with tense legs to his pony's sides and 
smiling valiandy. 



60 



Digitized by 



Google 




CHAPTER SIX 
"THE SUN-GOD" 

EANWHILE Patricia had been having 
very different adventures on the Steps 
to Nowhere. 

It will be remembered that she had 
sped past the litde lost door in the wall of the stair- 
way, just as it closed upon Traddy and the Back- 
ward Clock, and had run on up the winding flight, 
calling her brother. But as Traddy was just then 
listening to Vrouw WinkePs churning song in the 
Land of Yesterday, she had gone on, ever on, until 
the snow ceased and the air became so dark that 
she had to grope forward with her hands. 

She was a brave girl, the worthy daughter of 
a soldier. But now the tears smarted in her eyes and 
ran over on her pretty cheeks. What should she 
do in that strange place in the night and the dark- 
ness? She called again. 
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But this time it was ^^Robin^ Oh^ Robing that 
fell from her red lips, tremblingly. 

For, as every one knows, it is fine to have a big, 
strong, dependable boy around any time, particu- 
larly in hours of anxiety and danger. 

But Robin was far from the sound of her voice; 
and she went stumbling on alone while the black- 
ness gathered around her. 

Suddenly a light, pale and soft like the moon*Sy 
shone directly upon her. She turned with a start 
of surprise, and there, close beside, was the oddest 
looking little creature she had ever seen. 

His queer, squat figure was dressed in a yellow 
robe, and all the glow came from his shining face 
which was shaped like a disk with spreading rays, 
or a sunflower, with petals of gold. But his look 
was friendly; and after her first start she was not a 
bit afraid. 

"I hope you will let me throw some light upon 
this situation," he observed pleasandy, as he walked ' 
up beside her. 

"Why, you have, already," she answered with 

a smile. "I can see around quite plainly, now. Are 

you the man from the moon ? " 

'Nothing like him," he replied. "This fcice 
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that you now see is the back of my head ; but," she 
interrupted, shaking her little pink finger, " Oh, I 
know now— you are Irish 1 " 

"Whatever made you think that?" he ques- 
tioned, and she replied : 

"Oh, just 'cause," in considerable confusion, 
for she did not like to tell him that what he had 
said about his face being the back of his head had 
made her think so. "Well, as I was saying," he 
went on, " this that you now see is the back of my 
head. You will observe that it gives an imitation of 
moonlight. I'll show you the sun-side to-morrow 
morning." 

" The sun? " she clapped her hands. " Oh, I 
shall be so glad to see the sun again." 

"I'm not the real thing, you know," he 
hastened to explain. " I'm only a sub I But I see 
I have got to furnish the days and nights for this 
journey. And I'll make 'em as short as I can." 

Patricia felt rather dazed. 

" Thank you," she said gently to the fat little 
man with the shining countenance. "It's much 
pleasanter since you came ; still it is all very strange ! 
Will you tell me who you are, please, and just 
what you mean? " 
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"Don't you really know me?" he asked, a 
shadow passing over his beaming face. He seemed 
very much surprised. 

** Why, no,*' she faltered, " have I ever seen you 
before?" 

He nodded. And shafts of light moved up and 
down and around, according to the way he moved 
his head, like the beams of a searchlight. " Think 
of the time," he said, " when your father took you 
to see Doctor Dee " 

"Oh, yes; the Archeol-o-gist," cried Patricia, 
having some trouble with the long word. "He 
lived in that very house in Irving Place that 
has just been torn down. We came up the 
steps!" 

Her companion gave a chuckle, and turned the 
beam of light directly upon her, as he exclaimed 
triumphantly; 

" Now, look at me again." 

"Oh," she said, blinking in the brightness, 

you— can't be " 

Yes," he said, "I ami" 

The idoli that was in the library? " 



"jru 

"Yes." 



" The Ancient Aztec Sun-god f 
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"The same," he answered, with a bow that 
sent the shaft of light downward. "My name is 
Tunatiuh. Tuna, for short." 

"Honest?" she asked, lifting her finger wam- 
ingly. " Don't tell a story I " 

"Cross my heart," he replied, suiting the ac- 
tion to the word. 

"Well, well," sighed Patricia. "I never was so 
much surprised in all my life! How did you get 
here, Tuna?" 

" Followed you children up the steps," he re- 
sponded airily. "You see the workmen who tore 
down Doctor Dee's house were ignorant persons, 
* not up on idols,' as they say on Broadway. I was, 
unfortunately, left on the mantel when the furniture 
was moved. I heard a rude fellow say: 'Here's 
one of them Billikens! I guess I'll chuck it!' 
With that I found myself under the steps with a 
heap of broken bricks. 

" It's lucky I heard you coming up. For this 
thing only happens once in a hundred years. And 
I missed it last time." 

They had been walking up the stairs as they 
talked, but now Patricia stopped and faced him as 
she asked : 
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"What thing do you mean?" 

"Why, don't you know," he answered, "the 
letting down of the invisible stairway? Haven't I 
been able to throw any light on the subject for 
you?" 

"Why, the stairway isn't invisible, I can see 
it," she said. "I've been counting these cunning 
little silver cupids that hold it up on their darling 
fat backs as we've come along. But I don't want 
to climb any further. Please tell me the way that 
leads home." 

" That's what everybody wants to know every- 
where," said Tunatiuh crossly. " Even when I was 
in the Temple of the Sun in Mexico, people of all 
kinds— Spaniards and Aztecs, alike— were forever 
bothering me with that same question: 'WTwre is the 
way that leads home f ' / couldn't tell 'em. Be- 
cause I never was the real thing, and you cant expect 
much of a sub! " 

He sighed and added : " I could not get home, 
myself, if you had not come along to go with me." 

" I don't know where you live," Patty objected. 
" Besides, I'm looking for my little brother. Have 
you seen anything of a little lost-looking boy?" 

He shook his head. 

66 



Digitized by 



Google 



"THE SUN-GOD" 

"Perhaps well run across him up here," he 
said, cheerfully. "You see we have reached the 
top." 

Sure enough. Just then they stepped upon the 
plateau, and he gave an exhibition of his power to 
throw the light-rays a long distance so that she 
could see where they stood. One shaft pierced the 
dim forest, and another moment the idol switched 
his beams upon a mountain-side, and the light 
played upon its rugged heights like a golden firefly. 

Patricia had followed the great white light, 
hoping to see in its beam a red-capped little 
boy, but no such sight greeted her, and finally she 
turned away with quivering lips. The Aztec idol 
stopped smiling as he looked. 

"I wish I could help you," he said. And she 
knew that he really did wish so, earnestly. 

"Can't you help me find Traddy?** she in- 
quired, wistfully. 

But he said: "Of course 1*11 try to. But, as I said 
before, you catCt expect much from a sub*** 

" I wish it was morning, " she sighed, wearily, 
feeling like a very lonely little girl in a strange 
land. 

**Well, thafs one thing I can do for you/" he 
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cried cheerfully. I can give you a new to-morrow 
every time you want one. Just watch little Tuna- 
tiuh, now; I'll turn around on my heels and presto^ 
here* 5 your new day^ and new light upon the situa- 
tion." 

He drew his feet together, as he spoke, and 
wheeled about, like a West Pointer, without mov- 
ing his heels from their place. 

" Here's your new day," he repeated. But she 
had given a little cry and was covering her eyes 
from the glare of yellow light that poured from 
his face. " How do you like it ? Let me know 
when you want another. All I have to do is to 
turn around I " 

He laughed and blazed delightedly, and then 
added, "And here comes breakfast I " 

Patricia ran forward expectantly. She 
could hear through the thick forest glades 
on the right, the sound of soft falling unshod 
hoofs coming toward her. And, presently, a 
pair of milk-white oxen came in sight, drag- 
ging a cart on which were seated three little 
merchants dressed in funny, baggy, billowy, white 
trousers and wearing white turbans on their 
heads. 
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Tunatiuh began to swing his head dazzHngly, 
and sing : 

" Drive your white bullocks to town, yaw ho I 
Sell in the markets your wares. 
Clatter and Jingle and merrily go y 
Shells for a necklace and bells in a row- 
Down the Invisible Stairs*** 

And the little market men cried shrilly, in 
answer : 

" Tuna with a sea-grass basket 
Sells a fish to all who ask it " 

"I want a fish, I want a fish!" cried the little 
girl, opening the silver bag that hung on her belt 
and extracting a coin hurriedly. And then began 
the most delightful marketing in the world. 

The little men were brisk and merry and they 
ran around their cart and swarmed over it and 
under it, finding and bringing out the most aston- 
ishing things imaginable, besides the fine, firm 
fish. 

There were fruits and salads of tender green, 
and it did not take the brisk brown cooks long to 
prepare a delicious breakfast over a red copper 
brazier filled with fire, an operation which the little 
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girl watched with much interest, but which 
seemed to bore Tuna in an unaccountable way. 

"If I were only the real luminary, instead of 
an imitation," he said at last, " I could light a fire 
for you without all this fuss about keeping coals 
alive I" 

"I think you do a lot of wonderful things," 
said Patty comfortingly, but he shook his head. 

"I'm only a sub," he said, with a dejected sigh. 
Then the market men received their payment and 
drove their white bullocks, with the yokes of roses 
and tinkling bells, away, and the little girl sat 
down on a green bank to eat her breakfast. 

She ate from broad fresh leaves, which 
made excellent plates, but noticed that the sun- 
god stood some distance off, with his kce turned 
away. 

"Why don't you come?" she called. But he 
waved his hand at her sideways and answered : 

"I might dry up the dew, and dew is particu- 
larly nice on your salad and berries." Which was 
very thoughtful of him, indeed. 

"I've been trying to remember something I 
used to do," he said as he came toward her, after 
breakfast. 
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"Yes?" she cried hopefully. "What is it? 
Magic?" 

"Something of that sort. But I am afraid I 
have forgotten," he said hesitatingly. 

" Now," said Patricia, who felt very much vexed 
at him for his uncertainty, "that is all nonsense. 
If you knew a thing once you know it now. No one 
ever really forgets anything! '* 

" If I were the real thing I could certainly do 
it," he begun, " but I'm only a sub." 

"Well, don't be a sub," said Patty. " Be the 
real thing yourself. The trouble with you is you 
are always making excuses. Go ahead now, and 
thinkr 

He stared at her and blushed a deep crimson. 
Then he slowly raised one finger and pressed it to 
the middle of his flaming brow. 

"Think!" she said, stamping her foot im- 
patiently, " think what you used to do! " 

"If I were really the sun-god," he said, "I 
could send you anywhere you wanted to go in a 
twinkling. But " 

"Don't say that again," she stormed. **You 
can do anything you want to do if you are not afraid 1 
Fear is the only thing that keeps you back / Send me 
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somewhere, quick. Send me Aome—what shall I 
do?" 

"Fll throw a ray of light over on that rose- 
bush by the wall," he said. " You fix your eyes 
on that and watch it until you fall asleep. If I can 
remember how to work the magic spell, when you 
wake up you will be somewhere else." 

" Home?" she questioned, looking at the light, 
and sitting down again on the bank. 

" Can't tell," he replied curtly, for he had been 
somewhat nettled by what she had said. " You will 
have to trust to luck for that. I could do better 
for you if I were — but never mind " 

He did not finish the sentence, for already 
Patricia's gaze, which had been steadily fixed upon 
a small, vivid spot of light, was faltering. And as 
he spoke her lids fell like the petals of a white 
flower over her eyes. 

When she awoke she found herself alone be- 
neath a blossoming tree at the edge of a glorious 
forest. Birds of gorgeous plumage and melodious 
voices were flitting from place to place, and on every 
side were brilliant and fragrant tropical flowers. 

But as she sat up, wondering where she could 

be, a sound startled her— the sound of a light foot- 
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fall on the leafy path and she sprang to her feet 
with a cry of joy: 

" Traddy, Traddy, Oh, dear Traddyl" 

But the shout failed on her lips, for it was 
not Traddles, in his reefer coat and little red cap, 
coming toward her. 

It was a boy, tall and beautiful, with bronze 
skin, dark flashing eyes and raven-black hair that 
was bound about his forehead with a circlet of gold. 
He was dressed in a short tunic of white, edged 
with a band of many-hued jewels, and a mantle of 
feathers fell from his shoulders. He wore anklets 
and arm-bands of red gold, and he carried in his 
hand a golden bow with a jasper-tipped arrow. 

As he approached, the two thus strangely 
brought together looked at each other in wonder, 
Patricia poising like a frightened bird, ready for 
flight, and the boy silent and astonished. Then 
he laid the arrow on the ground, and, gathering a 
scarlet poppy from the mass of blossoms at his 
feet, he advanced to the little girl's side and gently 
presented it to her. 

"/ am Prince Montezuma,** he said, as she 
timidly took the flower. *'And I welcome you to 
the Land of Vanished People/ " 
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CHAPTER SEVEN 
A FLYING DUTCHMAN 

|UK was a good little pony, as Peter had 
said. He seemed to know that he had 
on his back a tiny tad who might feel 
afraid; so once in a while he turned his 
shaggy head to see if everything was all right with 
his rider. 

It did not take Traddy long to realize the 
friendliness of the pony's glances, and he bent over 
and patted the rough mane affectionately. 

Peter told the boy, as they rode along up the 
road beside the Hudson River, that he was very 
much in love with the lady of the chum. In fact, 
he had been going to see her when he met him in the 
garden of holly-hocks. But— and here was the matter 
that he wanted fairy help about— Vrouw Winkel liked 
him. She had told him so. But she thought he 
looked much too young to be a husband. And she 
would not marry him because he had no whiskers, 
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Traddy sat up straight so suddenly, at this, 
that Tuk thought something must be wrong, and 
stopped. 

"Would white whissers do?" inquired the 
little chap, breathlessly. 

"Jah, any kind vould do," responded Peter, 
getting down to fix his stirrup. 

Then it was that Traddy qualified as a real fairy. 
He put his little hand into his reefer pocket and drew 
out a striped paper bag tied with a scarlet string. 

"Here," he said, "is some white whisser seeds/ 
Take it. Misser Hodge has dot some more." 

Peter was overjoyed. He took the bag, trem- 
bling with delight, and was pouring some of the 
seeds out into his hand when Tunkel, who had 
chanced to see a rabbit, ran between his legs and 
upset him. When he regained his feet he said some 
things about the dog that Traddles, not knowing 
Dutchy could not understand. 

But the little boy jumped down from the pony's 
back and helped him pick up the seeds; and then 
the two friends fell into a discussion as to the best 
■way to plant them. 

Traddy advised Peter to eat some, and put the 
rest on his chin, like a poultice, to insure a good 

75 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE STEPS TO NOWHERE 

crop. So they tied the ponies and went to look for 
water, which they found, bubbling up clear and 
pure, in a near-by spring. There Peter soaked the 
seeds and plastered them on his face. And every- 
body was pleased but Tunkel, who growled and 
barked at his master's changed appearance. 

"The whiskers will soon grow— jah?" asked 
Peter hopefully. And Traddy thought they would; 
but he also had a question to ask. 

" Where's my sisser? " said he. And Tuk, hear- 
ing the note of sadness in the boy's voice, turned 
around and neighed lovingly. 

"Nice Tuk, nice old horsie," Traddy sighed, 
comforted, while Peter said, confidently: 

"We'll find her, jah! But not to-night, yet. 
See, I will show you how to make a tent." 

" All wite," assented Traddy, cheerful again. 

Then the strong young Dutchman began to do 
a surprising thing. 

A great many tall sapling pines stood on the 
brink of the slow-flowing Hudson, and, after they 
had carefully selected a place for their camp on a 
high knoll overlooking the stream, Peter taught 
Traddles a woodsman's trick— a trick which resulted 
in a curious accident. 
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This bit of woodcraft was nothing more or less 
than a simple way to build a lodge in the wilderness. 

Peter stood on his tiptoes and, reaching high 
in the branches of a young pine, bent the tree 
down and fastened the top to a clump of low 
bushes. One tree after another he bent over in 
this fashion, making each fast with a bit of sail 
cord, which he took from his capacious pockets, 
until he had a tent shaped like an arbor and fit for 
a forest king. 

"I guess the Zandkoker vill coom here— jah?" 
he said. Traddy did not know that the "Zandkoker" 
was the sandman. But he knew it was something 
nice by the way Peter smiled. So he nodded his 
head. 

" Von more tree, now, a big von," called the 
Dutchman, cheerily, rejoicing in his strong arms, 
and den ve'^ sleep some— jah?" 

After supper," replied Traddy, who did not 
intend to be sent to bed until he had had something 
to eat. But Peter laughed : 

" Jaha! ve shall haf sometings out of the saddle 
bags." 

Then he reached up and took a firm grasp on a 
tall young pine and bore it steadily downward. 
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Trad watched him with wonder and pride. 

Slowly, slowly, the sapling bent until its top- 
most branches swept the earth. 

It was a vigorous tree, however, and resisted 
stubbornly, more than once almost springing to its 
height again, out of the muscular hands. But Peter 
swung upon it and battled with it and finally brought 
its green head low. 

In a moment more he would have had it firmly 
fastened like the others, and the tent would have 
been complete. But just as he was exerting all his 
strength to keep it down Tunkel arrived on the scene. 

He had been away chasing a chipmunk to its 
hole, but now returned with a joyous bark. And 
Peter, fearing that he might get in the way, tried to 
kick him to one side. But alas! it was a fateful 
move. For as Peter lifted one stout foot from the 
ground the tree sprang upward and flung him, far and 
high, even across the river! 

Traddles, who screamed in fright, heard him 
say something as he described an arc in air. But, 
as he did not know Dutch, he could not understand 
him. Then the wide, scared eyes of the little hoy 
beheld Peter von Punk flying over the broad stream 
like a pebble from a sling. A few moments only 
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THE FLYING DUTCHMAN 

he hung in air; then disappeared. And never again 
did he see him. 

But sometimes now, when he chances to hear 
of the original Flying Dutchman (who wasn't a 
man at all, but a ship), or happens to see, as he 
crosses the Hudson on the ferry, a cloud that looks 
like the head of a man with a long, white, fleecy 
beard, he wonders if it can be Peter von Punk, and 
thinks But that is another story ! 

Just at that moment, however, Traddles had 
other things to think of. The ponies had wandered 
away, seeking the spring that he had visited with 
Peter, and the long, low, rakish dog, that had 
caused all the mischief, was scudding off again in 
pursuit of a pigeon. 

"O, dear!" Traddy sighed, as he threw back 
his head to scan the sky again and again, hoping 
to catch some glimpse of Peter, and his red cap 
fell off and lay unheeded at the entrance to the arbor. 

"O, dearl" he murmured, feeling very much 
alone, " I wish I tould see my sisser, dat's what I 
wish. Or Wobin Weed, or de Clock dat runs 
Backward! " He wiped the something-that-shall-be- 
namehss from his eyes, bravely, and crept into the 
tent of pines. But he did not want any supper. 
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Through the interlaced branches of the trees 
the sunset sky gleamed rosily. Then it was dusk. 
And, although the wee lad did not know it, the 
Zandkoker was coming up the hill. 

Now the Zandkoker is just the Sandman carry- 
ing the dust of sleep in his gray bag. And as 
Traddy snuggled down on the balsam boughs that 
Peter had cut for a bed and thought sadly of home, 
the Zandkoker came in very softly, and with a smile 
on his kind, old face, shook some of the dust into 
the drowsy blue eyes. 

But just as he was leaving the place, taking 
care to make no noise, the dachshund came tearing 
through the trees and dashed pell mell between 
the legs of the Zandkoker himself, and tumbled 
him down the hill. 

Head over heels and heels over head fell the 
old gray dream-maker, scattering his sleep-dust and 
poppy-seeds to the winds. 

And everybody in the village of New York 
slept well that night. Because, as was afterward 
said, there was something particularly soothing in 
the air. And all that season through the river-bank 
was covered with the most remarkable growth of 
poppies that had ever been seen. 
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But Tunkel, who was no respecter of persons, 
did not wait to see what he had done, but dashed 
straight into the tent and over to Traddy's side. 
Then with a glance at the wee, sleep-flushed face, 
he dropped the large wooden hand of an old Dutch 
clock upon the breast of the little boy I 

Then Tunkel, too, lay down to rest and pleas- 
ant dreams, feeling that his labors of the day had 
been well done I 
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CHAPTER EIGHT 
ROBIN 

^UT while Traddy, with Tunkel at his 

feet, was sleeping in the tent of pines, 

Robin was wandering wearily over the 

hills, calling and crying his name. 

For Robin's quick, observing glance had caught 

sight of the little lost door in the wall as he had 

hurried up the steps after his two companions when 

they so mysteriously disappeared. 

He had pushed it open and gone through, and 
was amazed to find himself in what had evidently 
been the city of New York, in the early days of the 
British occupation, say about 1698, when a lamp 
swung at every seventh door, and the rattle-watch 
patrolled the street proclaiming: "All's well." 

He had in some way been transported to the past. 
He knew enough about history to realize that such 
was the case, and wished that he might linger 

among the stout Dutch burgers and British soldiers 
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long enough to understand the life and conditions 
of that time, a hundred years before the Revolution. 

But he felt that his first duty was to the child- 
ren who had been in his care. 

After he had found them he would gladly re- 
turn, if he might, to the country of Yesterday. 

He had been searching all day, although he 
lost count of time when he stopped to repair a 
curious, talkative old clock that he had found, lying 
broken by the road side. 

The Clock was lying on his fat back, not able 
at first to tick his thanks to Robin, who stopped 
at his faint call for help. The boy saw that some- 
thing was wrong, and, after investigating, went to 
work to gather up the scattered machinery. He 
found some difficulty in replacing it, however, be- 
cause every time he lifted his hand toward him the 
clock would cringe and wriggle in the most unac- 
countable manner. But Robin finally got the parts 
together and the wheels running correctly and then 
poked his finger in to give the pendulum a swing. 
D-d-don'tl" stuttered the clock, dodging. 
D-d-don 't you see? I'm tic-tic-ticklish." 

The boy flung back his head and laughed up- 
roariously, but the clock gave only a rueful grin. 
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"Something's the matter with me," he said. 
" I feel so queer inside." 

" I've got your works in all right," said Robin, 
who felt rather proud of his mechanical ability. 
" Here, perhaps, I'd better help you up," and he 
assisted the clock to rise. 

" What's become of your other hand? " he in- 
quired, suddenly aware that one was missing, as 
the timepiece leaned feebly against a tree. 
I-dont-know," he ticked, faintly. 
Oh, brace up, you're all right," said Robin. 
But the clock rubbed his remaining hand over his 
face and murmured: 

" I'm not my-self. I feel strange " 

" Try moving a little," said Robin, kindly. He 
wanted to hurry away himself, but did not like to 
leave the clock until he was feeling in a more 
cheerful mood. And then came the great surprise. 
The clock started, then stopped and started again. 

"What's the matter?" asked the boy, noticing 
the strange actions of his companion. 

"Mat-ter? don't you see?" demanded the 
clock. "I'm run-ning face foremost and right a- 
head." 

"That's the way to run, isn't it?" Robin 
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thought that was the most absurd complaint he 
had ever heard. And then the clock told him how 
he had been running backward since the cross- 
eyed, left-handed man had fixed him, two hundred 
years before. 

"Well, you'll be more useful now, any way," 
Robin declared, as he said good-by. But the clock 
ticked tartly: 

"More use-ful. But not so in-ter-est-ing." 

"Good-by, again," said Robin, leaving him. 
But he had only gone a little way when the clock 
called to him : 

" Say, if you come a-cross a dog, a long, low, 
ra-kish dog, cJwke him for me — choke \avix— choke 
him!** 

He ticked these words furiously. 

" Goodness 1 " laughed Robin. "I hope I haven't 
changed your disposition with your works! " 

"I have my rea-sons," whirred the clock, 
angrily. " That brute bust-ed me—broke me up — run 
m^ down — up-set— smashed me/ 

He ran on in great rage. And Robin 
wondered why, when the accident had been the 
means of setting him right, he made such a fuss 
about it* 
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But he just waved his hand and called to him 
to: " Cheer up and forget it," and strode off very 
hurriedly through the woods. 

His heart was light for he felt that somewhere 
near by he should come across Patricia and 
Traddy. He whistled and called and sang as he 
walked on steadily. 

But now that the moon was making a path of 
glory over the waters and the hills were as light as 
day, Robin, who had kept up through the long, 
anxious hours of his search, with no thought of 
rest, suddenly began to feel drowsy. 

"There's something in this air that makes a 
fellow want to sleep," he yawned. "I wonder 
what it is? " 

The Zandkoker might have told him, had he 
been there, how he had fallen and spilled the stuff 
of dreams. But Robin sniffed the air unanswered. 

" I believe I'll doze a little while, anyway," he 
said, to himself. But just as he was about to 
stretch out on the dewy bank an object on the 
grass caught his attention. 

A little, round object revealed quite clearly by 

the light of the moon. 

// was Traddy* s red cap I 
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And wide awake, now, Robin seized upon it, 
and sprang to his feet with a cry of joy. A glance 
to the right, to the left— and then he was in the 
piney shelter— clasping that little sleeping figure in 

his arms. 

" Trad" he cried, hugging him close. "Traddy, 
old fell Wake up, its Robin! " 

But the boy half opened his blue eyes, smiled 
and cuddled down again, while Tunkel rolled 
over and barked in a dream. 

** Wake up, you little snoozerl " urged Robin, 
shaking him. But it was not until he had asked 
for Patricia that the little chap struggled away from 
the spell of sleep. Then he threw his arms around 
Robin's neck and cried so hard that he was sorry 
that he had awakened him. 

He did not know where Patricia was, and at 
that news Robin was indeed troubled. But he 
soothed and comforted Traddles as best he could, 
and said: 

"You keep a stiff upper lip, old chap, and 
we'll find her I You won't cry again, will you? " 

"No," promised Trad, and added: "Tears 
rust my works," to the immense amusement of 
Robin. 
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"Where did you get that funny saying?" he 
asked. 

"From the Backward Clock dat brought me 
to the land of Yesterday," answered Traddy. 
And then they had a great deal to say to each 
other about that curious timekeeper and their 
journey. 

" But what's this?" asked Robin, lifting some- 
thing from Traddles' breast. " Well, I declare, if 
it isn't the missing hand of your ticklish friend. 
You must keep this until you meet him again." 

And Traddles promised that he would, while 
they both wondered how it had got there. 

But, as they were talking about it, Traddy fell 
asleep again, and Robin, putting the clock's hand 
in his pocket, lifted the little boy gently in his arms 
and carried him out of the tent of pines to the bank 
of the river. 

"It will be best to be in plain view in case 
Patty comes along," he reasoned. 

So he sat down and gazed out over the stream 
now dimly glimmering in the first dawn, and drew 
the curly head of the dreaming child into a more 
comfortable position on his shoulder. 

" I am glad he sleeps," he murmured to him- 

88 



Digitized by 



Google 



ROBIN 
self. " It gives me a better chance to think things 



over." 



But scarcely had he settled down to wait for 
day, when he was startled by the sound of march- 
ing feet coming right toward them. 

Tunkel also heard the sound. He sat up and 
showed his teeth, but did not growl. 

"There's some kind of danger near," was 
Robin's thought, as he observed the dog's stealthy 
watchfulness, and he rose to his feet, holding Trad 
against his shoulder. 
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THE PIRATES 

|T was now day, and the half dozen men, 
who rapidly approached the place where 
Robin stood, were plainly visible. 

They were a strange looking com- 
pany. The leader, a tall, black-browed man wore 
the red coat of a British officer. But he did not 
have the bearing of a soldier. The others were in 
motley garb that might have been gathered at 
random from the out-poured sea chests. For some 
were in sailors' jackets, their knee-breeches joined 
by laced leggins, and some were in loose, open- 
throated blouses with gaily-braided boleros and 
wide-gathered trousers; but all wore brilliant-col- 
ored sashes about their waists, and handkerchiefs 
knotted about their heads, under their broad-brims. 
Robin saw, at a glance, that these sashes were 
not for ornament alone. Each bristled with the 
hilts of blades. But what surprised him most was 
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to see that pick-axes and spades were a part of the 
armament of the party. 

** V II bet they are pirates t* he whispered to him- 
self. "And that they have been on shore to bury 
treasure / " 

How far right he was in his supposition he 
could not know. But the thought made him wish 
that he had slipped out of sight into the tent of 
pines with Traddy. 

They had not as yet discovered him. Of that 
he was sure. May be he could yet dodge behind 
the trees and remain unobserved. 

But no. A sharp exclamation told him that he 
and his little charge had been seen, and, at a hur- 
ried word from the man in command, two ugly- 
looking fellows came threateningly toward him up 
the knoll. 

What they would have done when they reached 
him Robin never knew. For just then Tunkel 
dashed under the feet of the oncomers and sent 
them hurtling down the incline to the edge of the 
water. Then he pursued his innocent chase after 
the musk rat that had attracted his attention. 

This simple accident was the cause of some 
delay, for the rest of the company ran after the 
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dog angrily until the leader, pressed for tirne^ 
sharply recalled them. 

"The day is here," he muttered. "We shall 
have no moment to spare. Take those children to 
the ship. I shall deal with them later." 

Robin felt inclined to rub his eyes. It seemed 
like an absurd dream. But there they were with 
those fierce-lookii^ men surrounding them. 

He saw that a small boat was grinding at the 
river's brim, and that a great hull, with high poop 
and waiting sails, was anchored amidstream. 

"Come," the captain said to Robin, with a 
quick, significant jerk of his thumb toward the 
water. And Robin, realizing the foolishness of re- 
sistance, walked quietly down the bank with his 
dear burden in his arms, and stepped with him into 
the small boat that was already manned by the little 
company. 

Robin took his place in the bow, certain that 
this was really but the beginning of the adventure. 

Swiftly, and with muffled oars, the rowers sent 
the boat along. Only the soft breath of the sleep- 
ing boy and the touch of his warm pink cheek 
against his breast made him aware that he was not 
dreaming. 
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"I'm awake, all right," he decided, as he 
dragged Traddles to a more comfortable position 
on his lap. "And I've got to keep my eyes open 
to watch those fellows. No telling what they in- 
tend to do. They're pirates. That's a cinch I By 
George I there's that dog! And he's got Trades cap 
in his mouth,** 

Sure enough, there was Tunkel treading the 
water with his short forelegs and trying to reach 
the boat. The little scarlet cap was in his teeth. 

Robin started to whistle, but stopped just in 
time. The men must not hear him, or, if he could 
help it, see the dog. But he made a motion with 
his hand, and winked and smiled. And, thus en- 
coun^ed, the little brown chap swam up until 
Robin could reach him. 

It required some strength and skill to lift him 
in by the scruff of his neck, without attracting at- 
tention, but it was done. 

" Good boy," whispered Robin, as he took the 
cap from the dog's dripping jaws and gave him a 
friendly pat. " Now, lay low." 

The small boat reached and nosed the side of 
the large sailing vessel. 

He rose unsteadily to his feet in obedience to 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE STEPS TO NOWHERE 

a command to go up the ladder swinging at the 
side. Then, with Traddy hung like a sack over his 
shoulder, he managed to get safely to the sloop's 
deck. 

"I wonder what makes Trad sleep so?" he 
said to himself, not knowing, of course, the part 
the Zandkoker's remarkable accident had to do 
with it ; " but Pm thankful that it is so, because he 
might be frightened at all this, the poor little 
chap!" 

Robin thought ruefully of the dog. He could 
not help the faithful fellow when he left the row- 
boat, and he feared that the grim-visaged men 
would make short work of him when he was dis- 
covered. 

But once they were safe on board, Tunkel 
came wriggling joyfully over the deck at the proper 
moment to send a sailor headlong down the com- 
panion-way ! 

Robin took refuge behind a fat water cask, 
while the entire crew, which he now saw numbered 
about fifty men, gave chase to the little Dutch dog. 

But Tunkel did not mind it. On account of 
his peculiar shape he was able to crawl under ex- 
tremely low things, and just now, quite out of the 
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annoying confusion, he was crouched, far back 
under a sea-chest, watching a mouse— a conceited 
creature that evidently believed all the excitement 
to be about herself. 

Robin saw that the galley on which he found 
himself was equipped with rakish masts, yards and 
square sails. Just now the standing rigging was 
almost bare, but he could well imagine how it would 
look with its canvas spread and every sail filled 
with a driving wind. 

"Whew," he whistled. "I'll bet she can go 
some I I hope I shan't have to shinny up those rat- 
lines in a gale. I \yonder what they are going to 
do with us anyway." 

He gazed over the trig craft with appreciative 
eyes, but then returned to consider the situation 
and murmured: 

"I hope Trad can snooze along until I can 
think up some plan of escape. I wonder what 
makes him sleep so." 

He would have been surprised if he had known 
that Tunkel was responsible for the little boy's 
prolonged nap. 

Funny old Tunkel who seemed to live but to 
topple folks to the ground, and who had tripped 
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up the Zandkoker, himself, and scattered his dream- 
dust to the air. 

But now Robin was thankful that Traddles 
was not aware of what was going on around him, 
and he folded his coat for a pillow for the bright 
head, and drew him further back in the shelter of 
the cask. 

It was, indeed, a strange adventure. But he 
had no doubt that it was a part of the history which 
he had, in some way, gone back to. And he felt 
certain that the black-browed man, now talking 
earnestly and in low tones to a group of sea- 
ruffians, was some one who had claimed the atten- 
tion and, perhaps, the fear of the world from about 
1690 to the end of the century. 

He asked the question of himself again and 
again as he gazed at the group amidships. 

'^Whowashef' 

He was to receive an answer to his questioning 
soon, and in a startling way. 

So far the captain and his men had paid no 
further attention to their little prisoners. They 
had, evidently, matters of more importance on 
hand. So Robin was at liberty to watch them 
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from his distance and to draw such conclusions as 
he chose. He thought the leader might be an 
Englishman. Now and then he caught a word or 
sentence in that familiar tongue» and twice he 
heard a mention of the name Bellomont, a fact 
which strengthened his opinion that he was in the 
New York of that early period, at the close of the 
17th century, when Lord Bellomont was governor. 

The rest were rascals of another complexion, 
some wearing woolen small clothes and bright 
sashes, and others stripped to the waist, but wear- 
ing hoops of gold in their ears and displaying tat- 
tooed skulls, cross-bones and daggers on their lean, 
bare arms and shoulders. 

The captain remained calm and spoke in a 
low, tense voice. The others shrilled and jabbered 
incessantly with many gestures, shrugging their 
shoulders and snapping the fingers of their cruel- 
lookii^ hands, while their teeth flashed through 
their snarling lips, and, under their overhanging 
brows, their eyes burned and smouldered. 

" I should like to see little old Gramercy Park 
and the boys just now," mused Robin Reed, who 
was an orphan and had nobody more near or 
dear to wish for. 
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"S—Shf Go back I" he whispered, wamingly, 
as Tunkel stuck his head out from under the sea- 
chest, where he had been hiding all this time, look- 
ing for all the world like a giant turtle peerii^ 
from his shell. " Don't you come out now. You'll 
get into trouble I " 

So Tunkel drew back out of sight. But he 
seemed to regard the whole matter as a joke, for 
Robin knew by the thud-thudding he heard that the 
little dog was finding room under the chest in 
which to merrily wag his taiL 
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THE CHART IN THE LOCKET 

|UT now what had been a conference 
between master and men was over. 

The crew dispersed and scattered 
about the ship, and the captain walked 
slowly and thoughtfully toward the stern where the 
two boys were, one asleep, but the other alert and 
waiting. 

He was so completely absorbed in some dark 
thought that he did not notice them, until Robin 
rose and stood in his path and saluted him in mili« 
tary fashion by lifting the fingers of his right hand 
to the edge of his cap. 

The man stopped in bewilderment, glancing at 
the sleeping child. 

** How did you come here? " he demanded. 
"By your orders, sir," replied Robin, with 
spirit. "We were on the bank of the Hudson, and 
your men brought us on board. I should be glad 
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if you could send us ashore. We don't beloi^ 
here " 

"I remember," interrupted the man, who had not 
paid any attention to the last part of the boy's speech. 

"I did not want any tongues left to wag about 
our stay ashore. But now you are in the way. We 
shall have bloody work when we catch the Spaniard 
napping in the Carribean Sea." 

He stopped, although he had been speaking to 
himself rather than to the boy, and now he nodded 
to another, and an unspoken thought, and again 
glanced at Traddy, rosy with his dreaming. 

Robin did not like his look, but he answered 
bravely: 

** If you can spare me a small boat I can row to 
the nearest land myself " 

But the man turned upon him fiercely. 

"Send you free to bear the news, eh?" he 
sneered. " Give you a boat to row to land and tell 
the Dutchmen that Captain Kidd has been ashore 
to bury treasure " 

"Captain Kidd," whispered Robin, repeating 
the name hoarsely. 

But the pirate, unheeding the gasping whisper, 
went on angrily: 
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"And mayhap you will want to take a mess^e 
to my good friend Bellomont that the Adventure is 
on the trail of a prize below Nombre de Dios— a 
shipload of Aztec gold that he and his king, our 
partner, might like a share in. Ho! Ho! there 
would be rare tidings for the pious governor! the 
loyal comrade who, fearing for his neck, is trying to 
send me to the gallows! " 

He paused, choking with rage, then added: 

" I have a safer way than that for silence-mak- 
ing. I will throw you overboard! " 

He made a motion as though to put his threat 
into immediate execution, but Robin sprang be- 
tween him and the sleeping child, his young eyes 
blazing with fury. 

" Coward and pirate," he cried. " So you are 
what the histories call you! And all this time IVe 
been sticking up for you— and saying that you were 
a brave man! Nice kind of a hero you are, talk- 
ing about drowning a little baby like Trad." 

Captain Kidd stepped back in sheer astonish- 
ment. 

" What's that you say ? " he demanded " Who 
are you? What is your name?" 

But, before Robin could answer, a sailor ran up 
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and whispered something in the captain's ear, which 
caused him to turn abruptly and give some low but 
emphatic orders to the crew that now crowded the 
deck. 

A kint, silver fog was beginning to creep over 
the waters, and the sloop was about to sail. 

Then came the creak and flutter of canvas, and 
the soft patter of barefooted sailors running to and 
fro at the sharp commands of the captain who stood 
on the poop by the helmsman's side. 

But there was no jolly chanty as the anchor 
rose to the rattle of the chain through the capstan. 

For the sailors of the galley Adventure, were 
not attracting attention in honest sailor fashion, as 
they sailed away from the_ Hudson shore^ in whose 
green shade but an hour before the dawn, they had 
buried three great chests of treasure. 

But there was a dip and flurry, a shudder and 
buoyant thrill, and Robin knew that they were under 
weigh. And as the ship flew over the boisterous 
sea like a petrel before a storm, he was left to his 
reflections. 

He lifted his head after a while to see a sailor 

approaching him from the forecastle. 

His English was broken as he spoke gruffly to 
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Robin, and Robin wanted to break his head. But 
he left a plate of sea-biscuit and a water-can with 
the boys and went away. 

" This is better," munnured Robin, in grudg- 
ing thanks. And he softly wet Traddy's lips, forc- 
ing him to drink a little water, in his drowsy, smiling 
unconsciousness, before he settled down to eat a bit 
of bread, himself. 

Then the remembrance of a face with a dimpled 
smile floated across his mind. 

" Patty," he murmured, " cheer up, little girl, 
it's coming out all right some way." 

Along in the late afteirnoon a thick fog veiled 
the waters and the wind rose to a gale. Robin 
could only dimly see the forms of the sailors as they 
darted here and there and everywhere about the 
decks— climbing the masts in obedience to the bawled 
orders of the skipper, whose voice could only be 
faintly heard above the shrieking blasts, to adjust 
some refractory bit of canvas that would not yield to 
the ropes. 

Then the ship began to climb one wave only to 
dip sharply down into another. And Robin sud- 
denly laid down on the deck beside Traddles and 

gave up all desire to see his home or friends again, 
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or to rescue Patricia Lee. He was seasick. And 
with the prayer that Traddy might sleep until the 
storm was over he threw one protecting arm across 
the little fellow, and, personally, abandoned hope. 

How long he staid there he could not tell. He 
must have fallen asleep with the waves dashing over 
him from time to time. For when the rude hand of 
the captain fell on his shoulder it was pitch dark 
and he was dripping wet. 

" Get up and go below with the child," said the 
pirate, curtly turning his lantern so that the light 
fell on the children's faces. " This is a wild night 
and there may be a fight in it. But no one shall say 
that I made war on babes. Get up 1 " 

He touched Traddles with his boot, but as 
Robin sprang up to interpose in case the pirate 
should, after all, try to harm the little chap, Traddy 
opened his eyes and there in the lantern light smiled 
full into the bearded face that scowled above him. 

He had encountered too many strange adven- 
tures since the Backward clock had led him to the 
land of Yesterday to be surprised at the dark, and 
the sound of the wind and rain, and the fierce red- 
bandaged head of Captain Kidd. 

" Hello dar," he called in his cheery, friendly 
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way. " Hello man ? " Then the handkerchief around 
the captain's brows caught his attention, and in a 
moment he was all sympathy. 

" Have you dot a headache f " he inquired sweetly. 
" Tause if you have I tan wub it away," 

He lifted his little hands up toward the chief, 
confidingly, and, after a moment, the lean and brawny 
hands that had meant to harm him, were raising him 
gently to his feet and steadying him against the shock 
of the waves against the ship. Robin was amazed 
at the change in the man's looks. 

" Go below," he said hoarsely to the older boy. 
Here are the biscuits and water. Hurry." 

He guided them to the companionway. Then 
took Traddy in his arms and carried him down the 
ladder as if to make sure that he was safe. Once 
there he took a locket which hung concealed on a 
chain around his own neck and fastened it about the 
child's. This done he looked at Robin searchingly. 

" Guard well the boy" he said, after his scrutiny. 
** And make this ^Iden case your second care, Within 
it you will find a chart of certain lands right at the 
river s brim where there is buried gold and treasure. 
If I do not return to claim it, it is this child* s. He is 
asleep again. Let him dream I " 
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He took them to his own cabin in the middle 
of the ship. Robin saw as he laid the boy down on 
the bed a great number of firearms, daggers, cut- 
lasses and swords clamped upon the wall opposite 
the berth. Hastily selecting some pistols from the 
lot and thrusting a curved blade into his sash, Cap- 
tain Kidd turned to leave. 

But he paused and looked back long at Traddy 
as he reached the door. 

Tunkel growled, unheard in the riot of winds, 
as the tall form of the captain passed where he lay. 
But the man with the spume of the sea in his face 
leaned on the taffrail and gazed with unseeing eyes 
out over the raging waters and up to the black and 
stormy sky. 

" My boy would have been like him if he had 
lived," he whispered to himself. And a sailor, just 
then passing, scarcely knew the face under the lan- 
tern's gleam. For something had washed the anger 
from the pirate's eyes. 
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CHAPTER ELEVEN 
PATTY AND THE PRINCE 

jATTY was Patty, even in that wonder- 
ful garden-like forest. 

So she looked at the young prince 
with her dimpling smile and said, " I'm 
pleased to meet you," shyly adding as she saw 
Tonatiuh was nowhere in sight : 

" I— I don't know just how I happened to come 
here. I asked the sun god to send me home. Will 
you please tell me how to get back to New York 
quickly? I am in a very great hurry." 

"New York quickly? " he repeated, shaking his 

head. "I don't know what 'New York quickly* is." 

"New York. Just New York. The city. The 

greatest— I mean— almost the greatest city in the 

world 1" 

But still he looked troubled. 

" Surely you know " She trembled between 

laughter and tears as he again shook his head. 
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" That is a strange thing," he said. " I thought 
the Hidden City was the greatest in the world." 

" What is the ' Hidden City?' " asked Patricia, 
looking at the mountains which rose, range upon 
range, until they blended with the purple color of 
the sky, and then allowing her glance to drift back 
to the handsome bronzed face of the boy beside her. 

She had certainly never heard of the " Hidden 
City " any more than he had heard of New York. 

But he answered, rather solemnly, that it was 
the City of the Sun situated deep in the heart of the 
Forgotten Mountains. And that in it lived secure 
at last from the Spaniards, all that were left of the 
vanished Aztec people. 

" Sit down here and tell me about it," said the 
little girl, throwing off her hat and sitting down 
upon the green and flowering grass. And with a 
laugh the boy sat at her feet, saying: 

" You command and I obey. That is new to 
Montezuma." 

" Don't you— don't you like it? " she questioned, 
her eyes filling. 

" Yes, oh yes, I do," he answered, " and that is 
the strange part of it ! " 

" All right, then," said Patricia, smiling through 

io8 



Digitized by 



Google 



PATTY AND THE PRINCE 

her tears. " But look," and she twinkled with laugh- 
ter, " do look at that bird. He thinks these are real 
cherries I " 

A white cockatoo with a saucy yellow plume, 
was pecking at the artificial cherries on her blue 
hat. But when he found they were not to his taste, 
he set up an indignant chatter, which was repeated 
shrilly by the other many-colored parrots that were 
watching from the cactus branches near by. 

The prince laughed with her, and after that 
they felt better acquainted. He asked her name, 
and when she told him he said: 

"You are different from the maidens of the 
vanished people. As different as the day is from the 
night." 

A large blue ribbon bow tied Patricia's brown 
hair at her left temple, and she smoothed and re- 
arranged it as he looked at her, until it resembled a 
huge azure butterfly poised for flight. But she 
only said : 

" I never saw any vanished people. What are 
they like?" 

He was a bit puzzled by her question, but 

answered : 

We are the Aztecs who escaped from Cortez 

109 



« 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE STEPS TO NOWHERE 

and came down from Mexico to Central America* 
It was not known that we escaped. It was supposed 
that all were killed, but I, with a hundred followers, 
was led by a priest through a secret passage way 
that reached from the altar of the Temple of the 

Sun under the mountains to the sea, I but why 

do you look at me so strangely? " 

Patricia, with cheek like a white rose, was 
staring at him with wide and frightened eyes. 

*'It was hundreds and hundreds of years ago^** 
she gasped, " that Cortex conquered Mexico. Daddy 
told me about it just the other day." 

" Yes," he responded, coolly, " I was fourteen 
years old. I remember the terrible time very well." 

"How old are you now?" she whispered, 
trembling and edging away from him. 

"Why," he answered, picking a little flower 
from the grass and tossing it into her lap, " I am 
still fourteen. I have never grown any older." 
Then, seeing her frightened and unbelieving face, 
he continued : 

" Father Sahagun, who loved the Emperor, my 
father, saved me from the Spaniards, and as I have 
told you, brought me into the Forgotten Mountains 
with a few of my people who had escaped the 
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sword. He was an old man and very wise. He 
knew the secrets of the temple and read the stars. 
But he had been wounded in the last great battle 
that the Aztecs fought, and when we had made the 
voyage in canoes to Nombre de Dios " 

" Nombre de Dios? " Patty whispered after him, 
trying to think where she had heard that name before. 

" That's where we landed," he replied, and then 
went on: 

" Father Sahagun was very near his death, but, 
as he lay with his gray head on my knee, nearing the 
port, he whispered for me to carry him ashore to a 
place where he should direct. 

"We bore him on a litter back into the hills, 
many arrow's lengths from shore. And there he sent 
the servants away and beckoned to me to lift him in 
my arms and carry him a short way further on. 

" Wondering, I obeyed, for I am strong. And 
in a few paces I was beside a spring that leaped in 
crystal light from the purple rock. 

" Once beside this spring he made a cup from 

his hand and made me drink. The water was bitter, 

and I turned away, but again he held it to my 

lips and marked my brow with the emblem of 

the Sun." 
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He stopped, but Patricia looked at him inquir- 
ingly. " What was it? " she asked. 

"It was the Fountain of Youth," he replied, 
"and I shall always be young." 

"I've heard about that Fountain," said the little 
girl. " But I didn't believe it was true. Did the 
priest get well?" 

He would not drink," Montezuma answered, 
even when I pressed the water to his lips. * The 
gods call me,' he said, and died. Alone I made his 
grave beside the spring of eternal life. Alone I made 
my way back through the wild path to where my 
company waited for me." 

Patricia drew a long breath. 

" That's the funniest story I ever heard," she 
said, although " funny " was not the word she wanted 
to use at all. " But "—she gave a glance at his face, 
with its velvet dark eyes and cheeks like the red of 
the sunset—" you look just like a common boy. I 
know a boy of fourteen. His name is Robin." 

"Are you his sweetheart?" asked the prince, 
jealously. 

Patty blushed and hung her head. 

" No," she pouted, " of course not. I'm only a 
little girl." 

112 



Digitized by 



Google 



PATTY AND THE PRINCE 

" But I suppose you'll grow up," he sighed. 
" They all do. I've had many little sweethearts in 
my time, but they have grown old. You will, too." 

" Unless you give me a drink from that spring," 
she laughed, jumping to her feet and walking away. 
But he looked grave as he followed her. 

" I should like that well," he answered, " but I 
have never been able to find the fountain since that 
day. Perhaps we shall find it together, you and I. 
And then you shall drink of it and be young for- 
ever, and live here " 

He bent toward her eagerly, but she said, paus- 
ing and gazing all around : 

" Tell me, have you seen a little boy with a red 
cap around anywhere? A little lost-looking boy?" 

He shook his head, and she sighed. 

They walked in silence for a few minutes toward 
a yellow and turbid stream. Then Patricia discov- 
ered that she had left her hat. 

"I am as bad as Traddy," she smiled, as they 
turned back after it, and she amused him by describ- 
ing how her little brother was forever losing his red 
cap. But when they drew near the bank where 
they had talked so long, Patricia screamed and 
caught the prince's arm, and then laughed: 
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" For goodness' sake," she cried, "look at that 
monkey! He's got it on I " 

Sure enough, on a low limb directly over the 
bank, was perched a saucy-looking ape with Pat- 
ricia's cherry-trimmed hat tilted jauntily over his 
eyebrows. 

" I'll send an arrow after it for you," cried the 
boy, reaching for the quiver that hung over his 
shoulder, and making ready to fit a dart to his shinr 
ing bow; but the little girl, laughing at the antics 
of the ape, shook her head. 

" Don't shoot that poor little fellow," she cried. 
" Let him have the old hat, anyway. I don't want 
it." 

And it was just as well she did not, for the 
monkey ran up a tree and hurled cocoanuts at them, 
chattering with anger. 

" This will be prettier, anyway," said the boy, 
and he gathered a fragrant white blossom and 
placed it in her hair. Then they turned back again 
to the water, where, as he had told her, a canoe 
waited. 
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CHAPTER TWELVE 
A STRANGE STORY 

jHE golden boat shot out from the rushes 
and stopped beside a large flat stone. 
It was manned by two Indians dressed 
in short garments of skins, and, as the 
canoe touched, they sprang ashore and prostrated 
themselves at the feet of the prince. He spoke to 
them in a tongue Patricia could not understand, 
and they rose and with many dramatic gestures, 
made their replies. 

Sometimes they pointed over the waters, some- 
times they held their hands over their eyes with the 
gesture used by watchers on a hilltop. But, what- 
ever they said or did, the prince listened eagerly. 

At last the little girl's curiosity got the better 
of her politeness. 

" What are they talkii^ about? " she demanded, 
abruptly. 

" I told you, you know," he answered slowly, 
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choosing his words to make the matter quite plain 
to her, " that my city is hidden in these hills en- 
tirely away from the rest of the world. No pale- 
face but yourself knows of our existence. But we 
are always on the lookout for the Spaniards. Day 
and night my sentinels are on the hills, and my 
heralds run forever between the city and the sea. 
These scouts tell me that pirates are on the waters, 
northward. They may land on our shores. Murko, 
the runner, will be at my feet by the time the sun 
again reaches high heaven. We shall know from 
afar off, by the color of his mantle, whether his 
news be good or evil." 

It was plain to be seen that the prince and his 
people were still terribly afraid of Spain. It seemed 
very absurd to Patricia. 

" Why," she exclaimed, " Spain wouldn't hurt 
you. It's different now. The Spanish people have 
the nicest boy in the world for a king, and he's got 
an English wife and the sweetest babies I " 

But he shook his head. 

" We remember the conquest," he said, simply. 
" And we still have treasure. Step into the canoe I " 

The Indians sprang into the water and held the 

little boat steadily in their hands as she stepped in 
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and sank down upon cushions of fragrant woven 
grasses. Then the slaves swam alongside as the 
prince took the pole, and the glittering bark shot 
through the waters. 

" Now," she said, smiling at him as she straight- 
ened the wings of the butterfly bow in her hair and 
noted how swiftly they sped down the rapidly flow- 
ing stream, " tell me about your friends, and what 
you do in your hidden city." 

" My friends," he said, " grow old so fast that I 
have to be always finding new playfellows. The 
boys get to be graybeards when I have just begun 
to know them well, and I have to find others to hunt 
and frolic with. Then they, too, pass along. It's 
the same way with the girls, as I have told you." 

" Don't you ever feel as though you'd like to 
grow up," she asked, " and be a nice jolly old grand- 
father?" 

" Why," he replied hesitatingly, " I don't know; 
isn't it better to be always young?" 

" /shouldn't like to be," answered Patricia. " I 
want to be a youn? lady and have beaux quarrel to 
see which one shall take me to the opera. Then I 
want to be a middle-aged lady and stay at home with 

my husband. Then I want to be an old lady and 
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teach my grandchildren to say the Lord's Prayer and 
the Twenty-third Psalm." 

She folded her little hands in her lap and 
looked at him sweetly. 

" That is nice," he said politely. " But I do 
not know what you mean. Will you tell me about 
yourself and your city that you call *New York- 
quickly? ' " 

She laughed. "New York," she said, "not 
New Yoi)ii'quicJ^y, It's where I live when I'm at 
home." She quivered over the word " home," but 
recovered and added brightly: 

" What you have told me is almost too strange 
to believe. But I have been through so many ad- 
ventures since I started up the Steps to Nowhere 
that nothing seems so terribly queer." 

She dipped her hand in the foaming, rippling 
waters, and told him briefly about her own experi- 
ences. 

" So you see," she said, in concluding her ac- 
count, as the little boat swiftly cut the waves, " I have 
got used to things now and don't mind 'em so much. 
But I wish I could find Traddles I Daddy expects 
me to take care of him. Dear Daddy, what if he 
knew that we were so far away from Gramercy Park I 
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"Oh, look outl Those Indians have grabbed 
the boat, and they are running us straight into the 
bank I" 

She started forward in much alarm, as the 
swimmers, who had been following the boat as 
brown oak leaves drift upon a current, suddenly 
seized hold at bow and stern, and headed for a cliff 
that rose abruptly from the waters. 

"Look out," she cried again. But the boy 
smiled reassuringly. 

" This is where we dip under the hills," he said. 
" The passage through the rocks is hidden. But the 
guides know how to find it." 

She saw the water gleam upon their bronze 
shoulders for a moment as they sped on to what 
looked like destruction. 

Then an opening in the grim rock became 
visible, and in a moment the little bark was carried 
through the cleft into what appeared to be a whirl- 
pool. The yellow waves surged and foamed into 
rapids, but the Indians guided the canoe safely 
through them. Then the two sprang lightly into 
the boat, and, taking the paddle from the prince, 
poled silently, their bronze figures straight as spears 

and dripping with the waters. 
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"They are nice Indians," observed the little 
girl, gratefully. "Can they speak English?" 

" No," he replied, "none of my people speak in 
other languages, except the soldiers and couriers, 
who speak Spanish." 

"How did you learn?" she inquired. "You 
speak just as well as anybody." 

" That was a part of the magic of the spring," 
he answered. " When I drank of its waters I found 
myself able to speak all tongues." 

Without studyii^?" she demanded. 
Oh, yes." 

Patricia gave considerable thought to his anr 
swer, and then remembering the lessons before her 
in school said: 

" I don't know but what, if we could find it, I 
should like to take just a teentsie drink from that 
spring, after all. Just enough to get German and 
French." 

He laughed and then added seriously: 

"We shall search for the spring, you and I. 
And when we have found it " 

"Oh," she cried, "what are we going to do now?** 

Her attention had been attracted by the move- 
ment on the part of the guides, who had each taken a 
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torch from the bottom of the boat and proceeded to 
fit it into a socket evidently made for that purpose at 
either end of the canoe. The torch standards were 
of gold, and the Indians struck sparks to light them 
by means of a bit of iron and an arrow head of stone. 

"What do they want those for?" she asked. 
" Is it growing dark? " 

"The rest of the way is through The Lost 
River to the Topaz tunnel," explained the prince. 
" This becomes a subterranean stream, you know." 

They sped into a grotto of golden dusk. But 
Patty did not see just then the beauties of the won^ 
derful place under the soft glow of the torches. She 
was filled with sudden new thought, too strai^e, 
almost, for her little child mind to put in words. 

" Tell me," she said to the prince, " what is 
the name of the big yellow river we were on before 
we came through the hole in the cliff. And what 
is the name of the country here? " 

Her voice quivered in her throat like a fright- 
ened bird's, but the boy smiled as he looked at her. 

" This is the land called Panama," he said, "and 
we came down the Chagres river." But Patricia 
did not answer him when he spoke again. For with 
a little wild cry of joy she had fainted away 1 
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CHAPTER THIRTEEN 
THE HIDDEN CITY 

jATRICIA opened her eyes and found 
herself ashore on a heap of silken 
cushions surrounded by a group of 
girls no older than herself, who were 
gently rubbing her hands and cooling the air about 
her with fans of fragrant feathers. 

As she sat up they darted smilingly away, and 
the prince came forward. 

" What was the matter ? " he asked anxiously. 
"Were you frightened by the darkness?" 

" No," she answered springing to her feet, "I 
was just glad 1 " 

"Glad?" He could not understand why one 
should faint from gladness. "Why?" he ques- 
tioned. 

"Because," she said, "this is Panama. And 
somewhere near here is my own dear, blessed soldier- 
father! 
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"I am not afraid of anything any more / * ' She 
clasped her hands and lifted her head; her eyes 
sparkled happily. 

"What nice children I" she exclaimed, looking 
after them. " Please tell them to come back and 
play with me." 

He beckoned to the girls. They ran up laugh- 
ingly, and were soon on the best of terms with the 
stranger, who was admiring their costumes of 
white, coarsely woven, but lustrous cotton, quite as 
much as they were wondering at her jumper of blue 
serge. 

They had soft, shy manners and caressing 
tones. And soon Patricia went with them to the 
pleasure fields where beautiful bronze youths and 
maidens were playing various graceful games, and 
children were racing white, long-haired sheep that 
jingled tuneful bells on their golden headpieces as 
they trotted up and down. 

The older players made a place for Patricia, 
and she entered into the spirit of the games with 
such zest that she was soon able to juggle with the 
many-colored balls of shell, and keep a dozen in the 
air at the same time, just as the Indian girls were 
doing all around her. 
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It was a pretty sight. The lithe, glancing youngr 
figures, the girls all in white, and the boys in short 
tunics of the most vivid colors flitting like birds 
under the glistening spheres that they kept in the 
air by their agility. 

Patricia stopped, panting with the unusual exer- 
tion of the charming game, and the prince walked 
up beside her. 

" Oh, this has been such fun," she said. " What 
a lovely, lovely country!" 

She glanced about her in delight. 

The plateau or table land, which comprised the 
hidden principality, blossomed with all manner of 
fruits and grains. Green armies of giant com 
marched up the mountains; orchards were pink and 
white and golden on the hills. She could see the 
olive groves, the vineyards, green and purple, and 
the far, wild forest line. 

Nearer her sight the gardens flourished. The 
^rmers tilled the fields on every hand. There were 
people moving about in busy, workaday fashion here 
and there. But still she turned to the companion 
and said: 

" This is a very nice city, indeed. But I don't 
see any houses!" 
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Then he laughed and pointed to the mountains 
facing them, and she beheld for the first time the 
wonderful homes of the cliff dwellers. 

Not the caves or mole-like burrowings that may 
be seen in New Mexico and Arizona to-day, but the 
palaces that the lordly Aztecs hollowed in the soft 
cliffs and adorned with all the luxuries and barbaric 
splendor of that time. The facades of these rock 
dwellings were adorned with precious gems, and 
the supporting columns of the overhanging stone 
that formed each deep, cool portico were of beaten 
and hammered gold. 

The approaches to these houses were steps cut 
in the solid rock and leading by easy stages up the 
mountain. Patricia wondered why she had not at 
first seen the shining, dazzling face of the mighty 
cliff. But it was really half veiled by vines and trees, 
and was not intended to catch the eye of a stranger. 

But now that they were pointed out to her, she 
could watch the busy, bustling life that went on in 
the honeycomb of the hills. People were passing 
and repassing on the twisting stairways, and the 
scene presented much animation. 

To a little girl just out of Gramercy Park, the 
costumes and appearance of the brown people were 
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most strange. They seemed very gentle, however. 
And they veiled their curiosity about her £ar more 
politely than she concealed her astonishment at them. 

They showed the greatest respect and deference 
to her companion, although, as it seemed to her 
then, they gave the impression that they were "used 
to him." 

That's because he has lived so long, I suppose," 
she murmured to herself. " I don't believe that is 
a good plan— to live forever!" 

He was laughing boyishly at a lot of funny little 
white donkeys that went frisking by, and she cried : 
"Oh, what darlings. I wish Traddy could see 
them. He's always wanted a donkey." But he had 
turned to look at a figure that was approaching and 
only smiled in answer. 

"Here comes old Kololo," he said, sighing. 
"She used to be my little sweetheart. But now 
she's like a grandmother to me. Heigh ho, it's a 
pity I lost that spring I She was as beautiful as the 
morning— and I loved her. But now— well, she will 
take you to her house. And some day in the 
month of harvest, when the sun reaches the time 
of shadows, you and she may start with me on a 
search for the fountain." 

ia6 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE HIDDEN CITY 

He waved his hand toward a figure that was 
nearing them on a gray donkey. A figure that 
looked like a bunched gray cloud, so bent and 
stooped was it over the pommel of the saddle. But 
the prince ran over and gave his hand to the old 
woman, who alighted and after a word to him, she 
moved softly and swiftly over to the little girl. 

What she said Patricia never knew. It sounded 
like a mother-song or lullaby, mellow and tender; 
but the little girl laid her two hands in the palms 
that looked like brown oak leaves and saw that the 
weazened face was full of kindness. 

So she permitted herself to be lifted by a slave 
to a donkey's back; and, after the prince had 
spoken earnestly again with the old lady, she found 
herself trotting merrily upward to a house in the 
cliff, at the door of which old Kololo dismounted 
and motioned for the child to do the same. 

A curtain of many-colored tissue weighted with 
metal disks hung at the entrance, and Kololo drew 
this aside as she bade Patricia enter. 

It was the first house that the little girl had seen 
in the Aztec country. And although she was later 
to see many far more gorgeous and beautiful, in- 
cluding the palace of the prince in the emerald 
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mountain, she was sure she should never forget this 
one or the kind, brown-faced woman who wel- 
comed her. 

Kololo could not speak a word of English. But 
her tones were so kind and her look so caressing 
that the little girl felt quite at ease as she followed 
her through one after another of the rooms, which 
were carved with many a graceful arch and column 
out of the mountain's side. 

The place was lighted by a violet radiance from 
above, and she saw that the roof was composed of 
blocks of amethyst. 

Mats of scented grass were laid on the stone 
floor which was further adorned with the sun and 
stars inlaid with silver. The image of the sun with 
its feathery rays of luminous metal reminded her of 
her friend Tunatiuh, and she wondered if she should 
ever see him again to thank or scold him for this 
strange adventure. 

She was not sure yet which she should do. But 
just now she was interested in the furniture. This 
consisted of couches covered with the most beauti- 
ful tapestries of feather work, odd, painted and em- 
broidered skins, and a few low tables here and 
there. But there were flowers everywhere, and 
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birds— free, as they should ever be— flew in and out 
at will. 

One golden-plumaged little songster followed 
them as they went through the arches from room to 
room, carolling a welcome to Patricia, and in his 
good company they reached the chamber in which 
a bath was set in the center of the floor, and pro- 
vided with water piped from a reservoir in the higher 
part of the mountain. 

To the weary child from Gramercy Park this 
bath offered perfect happiness. 

The old woman deftly unbuttoned the heavy 
blue jumper dress that had not been removed since 
the beginning of the journey, and took off the little 
worn shoes and undergarments. 

But when she motioned Patricia to step into 
the bath and then carried her clothes away out of the 
room, the child wondered what next was going to 
befall her in the land of the vanished— and vanishing. 

But she was too happy in the refreshing waters 
to care very much just then. She splashed around 
to her heart's content, and then Kololo came in 
with her arms full of enchantingly white things. 
They were not made in the least like her own 
jumper-dress and belted petticoats. But the old 
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tire-woman put one garment after another over her 
head, and, when all was done, led her to look at her- 
self in the polished silver disk that served as a mirror. 

"Oh I OhI" cried Patricia. "What pretty 
clothes." 

For there she stood, with soft folds of white 
falling in beautiful lines from her shoulders to her 
ankles. There was an overgarment reaching in un- 
even lengths below her waist, and the edge of this 
was embroidered with tiny pearls in a pattern at 
once intricate and beautiful. There was no color 
about the costume— it was all snowy white. And 
when Kololo hurried up with some soft white 
leather sandals to take the place of her stubby, 
dusty little shoes, Patty was delighted. 

" How shall I keep them on? " she .wondered. 
But the old woman was even then smilingly draw- 
ing them over her little bare feet and clasping them 
with bands of gold around her delicate ankles. 

Then the blue butterfly bow had to go. Pat- 
ricia put up a protesting hand when it was lifted 
from her hair. But when she saw that it was 
creased and soiled she was willing to part with it. 
Then she gave a little ecstatic cry. For Kololo was 
parting her brown locks with a golden comb and 
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fastening them back with a fillet of woven pearls 
clasped with a glowing opal. 

" How bee-u-tiful," she cried, again and again, 
as she surveyed herself in the silver mirror. " I wish 
daddy could see me." 

The shadow of wistfulness that fell upon her 
face at the thought did not escape old Kololo's at- 
tention. She could not talk to her in her own 
speech, but sympathy has a universal langu^e, 
and a tender hand touched and patted her shoulder. 

" I must be brave," the little girl whispered to 
herself as she smiled back at Kololo. " Sometime 
I shall find father down here, I feel it I and what a 
story I shall have to tell Traddy and Robin. Robin 
is nice, if he isn't a prince. And I s'pose he found 
Trad and took him right home, or I should have 
come across him on the Steps to Nowhere." 

So she comforted herself. And it was well she 
did. For while she was dressing happily as a royal 
Aztec maiden, in the hidden land of Prince Monte- 
zuma, Robin and Traddles were on the high seas on 
board the pirate galley. Adventure^ with Captain 
Kidd as skipper, speeding southward to the Car- 
ribean Sea with a fight before them and a gale at 
their keel I 
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CHAPTER FOURTEEN 
A SEA FIGHT 

jT was the month of the strong gales. 
For two weeks the Adventure, the pri- 
vateer under the command of Captain 
Kidd, had been flying before them, 
southward. And now her sides were bristling with 
guns and her lookouts were ever on the watch for 
the Spanish galleon laden with gold, that had so far 
eluded them. 

Robin and Traddles had been kept below 
decks. But they had been abundantly supplied 
with food and water, and Tunkel had been allowed 
to visit them. They had not seen the Captain since 
that first wild night. But on the evening of the 
fourteenth day he opened the hatchway and came 
down. 

The boys had been running about the space in 
the hold not occupied with the cargo, and he 

passed them on the way to the cabin. But so oc- 
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cupied was he with his thoughts that he did not 
speak until he came out again with muskets held in 
his arms like a bundle of faggots and cutlasses 
hanging from his shoulders. 

" Hello, man," cried Traddy, as the free-hooter 
went by with his bristling load. The captain 
stopped with his foot on the ladder and over his 
grim face stole something that was almost like a 
smile. 

" Hello," he answered, and then to Robin : 
"Keep him from the companionway. We are 
south by south-west of Cuba and have run down the 
Spaniard we are about to attack." 

Even as he spoke a gun barked. 

There was a long shrill cry from the darkness 
ahead, an answering gun, a roar of artillery. 

The man on the ladder nodded grimly and 
pushed up the hatch. 

Robin looked up to see a glare of light, which 
shone upon ferocious faces and flashing steel, 
upon scarlet sash and gold braid, and upon a black 
flag flying at the mast head. 

It was but for a moment, however. Then 
Captain Kidd, hurling over his shoulder another 
warning to "guard the child," leaped through the 
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opening through which the shaft of light streamed, 
and closed the hatch. 

Then there was the scuffling of feet, the sound 
of guns and, after a while, a small, deep colored 
stream found its way through the cracks in the 
hatch and began to fall from step to step with a 
ceaseless " drip, dripping." 

Robin saw it, and catching Traddy in his arms 
he ran with him farther into the black hold where 
he stumbled and fell upon a heap of jewels and 
plate that was piled in confusion on all sides of the 
vessel. 

And there they staid together, while above 
them with ever increasing fury raged the battle. 

Traddy, who at first had been only surprised 
and interested at the tumult, now began to be 
alarmed. 

" I want to go ho-ome," he whispered, cling- 
ing to the older boy's arm. 

"All right, old fel," Robin answered with 
forced cheerfulness. " Brace up now. We'll get 
somewhere in the morning. See here, old Tunk 
thinks you are crying, and it makes him feel sorry." 

Tunkel was whining and sniffing about, but it 
was hardly because of Traddy's tears. 
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" I want to go ho-ome," he repeated sobbingly, 
at the same time reaching a hand to Tunkel to 
show that he was not ignored in this new matter. 

*' Well, well, just look at this little map inside 
your locket," exclaimed Robin, trying to keep the 
child's ears from hearing the terrible sounds above, 
and holding Captain Kidd's gift open in his hand. 
" There is a little chart carefully drawn on ivory 
instead of a picture inside. Just look at it. It 
seems like that point of land that we were on 
when they brought us away. It is. The very one ! 
Look there I See how the point runs out toward 
the Jersey shore I I'll bet that's about where Fort 
George is now— don't you? " 

" Yes," whimpered Traddy— " Oh^ what a awsul 
big noise / ' ' 

" Never mind, Traddy. I'll take care of you. 
But you may have to be real brave. Can you, if it 
is necessary?" Robin replaced the locket on the 
child's neck and asked the question soberly. 

** Yes," replied Traddy, wiping his eyes. ** My 
fawer is brave. I will be brave, too." 

** Good," said Robin, drawing him close. He 
felt much comforted. " Your father will be proud 
of you," he whispered. 
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So the hours passed. 

Then came the nearer and more terrible sounds 
of the battle. Savage yells rose over the boom of 
guns, and were answered by shouts of defiance. 
Then there was a sudden crashing jar, a grinding of 
ship against ship. 

" They have boarded us," thought Robin. And 
he heard the clang of axe and cutlass. 

Traddy sat pale but still. He was keeping his 
promise. He was the worthy son of a brave father. 
Robin's heart thrilled at the look of the baby face. 
It was heroic. 

Wilder and more furious the fight went on. 
But they sat quiet under the menace of the guns and 
the savage cries from the ships, which were now 
side by side, held to each other with grappling 
irons, and fighting hand to hand. 

Robin could hear the boarders as they swarmed 
and slipped over the crimson deck, but he could not 
tell who held the victory. He almost hoped that 
the Spaniard would win. And yet, when he remem- 
bered the kindness that Captain Kidd had shown 
them, he could not wish him defeat and death. But— 

Boom ! Boom / The ship staggered under an 

explosion. 
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" Dat was a-a awsul big one," cried Traddles. 
But Robin was up, catching the little fellow in his 
arms. 

** We must get out of this," he said. " Come! 
Remember, and be your father's own brave Trad- 
dles." 

" And now I wonder if we can open that hatch- 
way f** 

He ran up the ladder with Traddy clinging 
around his neck, and at the top pushed upward val- 
iantly. Again and again he tried, shouting with all 
the power of his lungs. But the heavy door did not 
move. 

" Yell, Trad, yell like thunder," he said. " That's 
what you can dol" And Traddy yelled, while 
Robin pounded on the closed trap door with both 
fists and added his voice to the tumult. 

" My eyes smart," complained Traddy, after a 
while. 

"Smoke!" 

Robin breathed rather than spoke the fearful 
word. Then with redoubled cries he tore at the 
door like a frantic young giant. For he knew that 
the ship was in flames and that he and the little boy 
were caught like mice in a trap. But he would not 
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give up. Once and a hundred times he renewed his 
efforts. But just as the smoke, now thick and roll- 
ing, found his throat, and his arms weakened, just 
as he had bidden Traddy to hide his face in the 
curve of his neck, while he still clung to his shoul- 
ders, and to say again the dear secret words that 
children say in times of danger, the hatch was torn 
open from above, and down, fairly upon them, rushed 
a dozen strange men. 

The shrill cry of the littlest boy stopped them. 

There were flames above and below. But the 
delicate, dark faces of the Spanish adventurers paled 
at the sight of the two pairs of blue, uplifted eyes 
that met their own. 

" Santa Marie 1 " breathed the foremost, as he 
hesitated on the top of the ladder. 

But there was no time to lose. And in a 
moment the lads were dragged up and across the 
burning decks of the fast-sinking pirate ship and 
tossed over the rail of the Spanish galleon along- 
side, while the captors returned to bring up the 
treasure. 

Robin saw at once that the free-booters had not 
expected so valiant a foe when they attacked the 
Spanish ship. And now, such as had escaped the 
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steel and lead, were fleeing away in small boats 
under cover of the night and the storm, leaving 
their treasure and their burning ship behind them. 

There was no sign of the pirates anywhere. 
But an hour after, when Robin stood looking out 
across the black waters that were lighted here and 
there by a fitful, dying flame from the charred hull 
of the once proud ship, he thought he saw a shadow 
creeping for a moment nearer to his place, and 
thought he heard the soft swish of a muffled oar, 
and the whisper: 

''Guard well the cfUldr 

Then there was only darkness and silence, 
save for the storm that broke over the sea again 
with sudden fury. 
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CHAPTER FIFTEEN 
ON THE ROCKS 

iORNING dawned on a smooth sea. 
Robin, awakening from the sleep of 
weariness that had followed the storm 
and terrific battle of the night, lifted 
Traddles' head from his shoulder gently, so as not 
to waken him, and as he did so his hand touched 
the locket. The sudden contact with the cool 
metal recalled the events of their stay on board the 
privateer vividly to his mind. 

" This is certainly a strange thing," he said to 
himself. " I always heard that Kidd's treasure was 
buried on the coast of Nova Scotia. And yet, it is 
more reasonable to suppose that it was buried 
around the Hudson somewhere. 

** He lived on Wall street. I've often seen the 
place. His house was down just at the end of 
the old wall or stockade. He had a real nice 
wife and a kid or two"— he smiled at his own 

140 



Digitized by 



Google 



ON THE ROCKS 

thought— "I guess it isn't slang to call them 
Kidds. 

" It would have been natural for him to bury 
the stuff where he could get at it easily. Anyway, 
this chart of Trad's will give folks a new idea. He 
mustn't show it^ though, I must look out for that I 

"I wish I had something to cover that ivory 
with, in case these Spaniards get inquisitive. Say ! " 
he began, searching in his pockets eagerly^ " I did 
have a picture of Captain Lee in my pocket that 
would just about fit in that space. I cut it from the 

newspaper that morning Gee I How long ago 

was it? that he sailed for Panama. 

*' Hurray!'' 

He fished from his pocket a scrap of paper 
which proved to be the very thing he was looking 
for. Then, with his knife, he trimmed the edges, 
until the oval was of the right size to fit under the 
glass over the ivory in the frame. 

When Trad wakened he had a surprise for him 
worth the while. 

"My daddy, my daddy," shrieked the little 

chap. " How did you det dar? " But Robin did 

not tell him, and it was just as well ; for later, when 

a Spanish officer, knowing that the children had 
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been on Captain Kidd's ship, asked curiously about 
the locket on the wee chap's neck, he showed it 
to him with frank pride ; and, while the sentimental 
Spaniard wondered at the uniform of the soldierly 
man, he thought it was the right and proper thing 
for a boy to wear his father's picture on his heart 
until he became old enough to wear some pretty 
girl's, instead. 

It was a wise piece of work that Robin did, as 
will be made clear in a future tale. And when it 
was finished he whistled and walked about looking 
through the great stretch of blue waters that gleamed 
through the net work of shrouds. 

" This is certainly a long way from Gramercy," 
he thought. "I wonder where we shall find 
Patricia?" 

He walked toward the ship's rail, as he thought, 
when suddenly he was thrown to the deck, violently. 

He scrambled to his feet with fists doubled up 
and ready for any kind of a fight that should pre- 
sent itself. But it was only Tunkel. And the little 
dog capered about in great glee and went over to 
leap upon Traddles who greeted him with enthu- 
siasm. 

" Well, you long loafer, I'm glad to see you," 
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called Robin, remembering with a pang, that he 
had left the dog to his fate on the burning galley. 
" Mighty glad to see you, even if you did trip me 
up." He patted the brown head whenever the 
squirming, wriggling little chap came within reach 
of his hand. " And if you will forgive me for not 
looking you up when we changed ships, I'll forgive 
you for making me bite the deck. Hi there, what 
are you after?" 

But the dog was away at full speed, and on his 
way he knocked a sailor heels over head down the 
companionway. The man came up like a rocket, 
scared, white and muttering : 

"Carambal Twice have I been hurled to earth 
this very morning by a flying demon." 

But Robin laughed: 

" That isn't a demon. It's a Dutch dog," he 
replied in Spanish, for he had studied the language 
to good purpose in the Cooper Institute, a fact that 
he had reason to be grateful for later on. 

" See, here he comes now. And if he hasn't 
got Trad's cap. He must have brought it aboard 
when he came, for I forgot all about it." 

Tunkel came wriggling up with the red cap in 
his mouth, and the sailor lunged at him with his 
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foot. But long practice with his old master, Peter 
von Punk, had made Tunk an artful dodger. So 
failing to kick the dog, the sailor lost his balance and 
fell down again, while Tunkel went on his untroubled 
way to drop the cap at the feet of its lawful owner. 

" Don't tick my dog," cried the latter. " He is 
a fend of Wobin's and mine." 

A fact that was just then being demonstrated by 
the way Trad was hugging the " fend " in question 
to his breast. 

Then from somewhere below a bugle sounded, 
and officers and men began to appear on deck and 
then disappear down the companionway. 

" It must be breakfast," Robin thought. And 

he was sustained in that opinion by the arrival of a 

smart-looking midshipman, who politely asked Robin 

to bring his little charge and join the captain at the 

table. He spoke in English, choosing his words 

with some difficulty until Robin assured him that he 

was able to understand his own beautiful language, 

and then they at once became friends. Robin begged 

an opportunity to bathe and refresh himself and 

Traddles, and in a short time with as careful a toilet 

as they were able to make under the circumstances, 

they presented themselves at the captain's table and 
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received for the first time the piercing glance from 
those dark eyes that had struck dismay even to the 
soul of the free-booter, Captain Kidd. 

The midshipman had reported Robin's ability 
to speak Spanish, and the look that the officer turned 
upon him was keen but not unkind, while the boy 
stood respectfully at attention, holding Traddy by 
the hand. 

He motioned them to seats down the table and 
said little to them. And, although they were both 
anxious to know the destination of the ship which 
was named The Isabella^ they were conscious that 
all the information that was given to them must 
come unasked. 

They ate what seemed to them to be a very 
strange breakfast composed as it was of peppery 
meat and more peppery com, along with the thick 
hot cakes and coffee. But they enjoyed it none the 
less, and when it was over, at a signal from the cap- 
tain they all arose, and the young midshipman con- 
ducted Robin and Traddles aloft again. 

Robin learned that The Isabella^ besides her 
many guns and fighting men, carried gold dust and 
uncut gems, and had in her hold bales of a curious 
silk-like tissue which the Aztecs wove of pineapple 
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fibre after the same fashion employed by the Fili- 
pinos at this time. 

These delicate fabrics were colored in the soft- 
est and most elusive shades, and were much in de- 
mand by the ladies of Spain. 

There were also articles of hammered brass, 
beautifully wrought silver, woven baskets and pot- 
tery similar to that made by the Moki tribes and 
other cliff dwellers ; familiar to all who cross the 
Continent to-day. 

These things were beautiful and of much value. 
But far more rare and really worth their weight in 
gold were the mantles and other garments and tapes- 
tries made of feathers, an art brought to its perfect 
tion in Mexico before the Conquest, but since 
allowed to decay. 

As Robin was given some idea of the value of 
the cargo by his young friend the midshipman, he 
was not so much surprised that the ship had been 
reckoned such a prize by Captain Kidd. 

The strangeness of the situation, however, came 
to him again as the sailors began their work upon 
the deck. For they were dressed as he had seen 
them in old prints in the Astor Library, with tight 
velvet knee breeches, short braided jackets and stiff 
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round caps. The midshipman, who was about his 
own age, wore red breeches under a little yellow 
coat braided with gold and black. He had flashing 
black eyes and white teeth, and his olive skin 
glowed like a sun-kissed apple. 

Traddy came up with Tunkel leaping around 
him as they talked, and the two older boys included 
him in their conversation while the dog went scur- 
rying after a shadow that a passing gull cast upon 
the deck. 

It was just at that moment that the captain 
emerged hurriedly from his cabin to give some in- 
structions to the officer of the day and ran afoul 
the long, low rakish dog. This was most unfortu- 
nate. For one of the sailors chanced to be holy- 
stoning the deck, and the distinguished head of the 
captain struck the edge of the bucket in such a 
manner that the soapy water tipped over on his hcc, 

Robin spoke fairly good Spanish, but he could 
not catch everything the captain said. Traddy had 
laughed, but the other boy restrained him. And 
the mate and the bo'sun and the crew rushed up 
in dismay and finally set out after Tunkel as the only 
way to avenge the injured dignity of the ship. 

But Tunkel, scenting danger, had disappeared. 
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So, with many groans and pure castilian swear- 
words, El Capitan was borne to his cabin again, 
while the great sails grew big with the airs of morn- 
ing and sailed away, away. 

"The ship has gone many points out of her 
course and the mate's afraid she has sprung a leak," 
was the startling news the middy brought back to 
Robin and Trad when he returned an hour or so 
later. " We shall have to put back to port." 

" I want to go home I" protested Traddy. 

"So do I, Trad, old fel, but never mind," re- 
plied Robin, noticing the tremble on the brave 
laddie's lips. 

" I want my sister," the little boy whispered, 
two big dewy drops rolling suddenly down his soft 
cheeks. Robin's heart ached in sympathy, but he 
could not have the child break down, so he said: 

" Hello, hello! What did your friend, the tick- 
lish clock say about a case like this? " 

" ^Don V cry. Tears rust your works ^^ " said Trad- 
dies, promptly, and laughed at the remembrance. 

"He was awful ticklish," he said. "If I 

pointed my finger at him, so, he'd double all up and 

say: * Don^ t— Don* t tic-tic-tickle mel^ I'd like to see 

him again." 
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Robin put his arm about the small form. 

" I guess we shall, all right," he replied, heartily. 
" You remember I found him when I was hunting 
for you— all broken up under a tree? Tunkel had 
tripped him up. So I put his works in and got 'em 
to run the right way. I don't think he liked it a 
bit, either. But he'll be coming back now, you see. 
May be we'll come across him and take him back 
to 1910 with us. He is a funny fat fellow, isn't he? 
I wonder what he'd think of Gramercy Park? We 
might get him a job as time-keeper in the Metro- 
politan Tower. Eh?" 

Traddy clapped his hands. 

"Let's," he cried. "Let's go home now!" 
He threw back his head so eagerly that the little 
red cap fell off. 

Robin's heart echoed the words. But he knew 
that the curious fate that had brought them back to 
the year 1698 must be trusted to return them to 
their own again. So he said, cheerfully, as he set 
the cap back on the clustering curls : 

" Well, we want to see the end of this adven- 
ture, first, don't we? Just think, while your father 
is doing big things down at the Canal Zone, we are 
having a jolly ride in a fine ship they call a galleon, 
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down toward Panama, ourselves. Perhaps we may 
get to the Zone. Who knows? " 

But the mention of his father made the little 
boy's lips quiver again, and Robin had to think 
quick: 

"Look at that," he exclaimed, pointing to a 
little white cloud the size of a man's head in the 
blue sky above them. "Isn't that your flying 
Dutchman? " 

The little boy had told him about the strange 
adventure of Peter von Punk when with a pine tree 
for a sling he flew over the Hudson, and Traddy 
was all eagerness. He lifted his glowing face and 
his eyes grew big with wonder and delight. 

"Yes, sir" he laughed; "Yes, sir, it is. Look 
at dose white whissers on his face. Look!" Trad was 
greatly excited as he pointed up. 

Sure enough the cloud had assumed the appear- 
ance of a man with a fleecy, flowing beard, and 
Traddy ran to the rail and shouted, waving his 
hand: 

" Hello, Peter. Can you see me? I'm here, 
and Tunkel, tool" But the cloud drifted, changed 
shape, and was gone. 

" He didn't see me, I dess," remarked Trad- 
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dies in some disappointment. " But maybe he could 
hear. I sought he'd be glad to know old Tunk was 
safe." 

Robin shook hands with him at that. 

" That was bully of you," he said. *' I am sure 
he would be glad." For Robin rightly read in the 
wee chap's shouted message the sign of a kind 
heart. 

Several days after that, when the boys had be- 
come familiar with the situation, gulls went scream- 
ing by and the ship began to toss upon a darkening 
sea. The sails strained and after a short time the 
rigging creaked in the stiff breeze. 

The galleon, which had been speeding south- 
ward at such a pace as she could command from 
canvas and oars in her disabled condition, was now 
put in shape to meet a tropic gale and the boys 
were ordered to remain in their quarters until it had 
passed. 

Down it came, catching the galleon in its 
teeth crunchingly, letting go but to catch and 
crush again, while the craft, wounded but uncon- 
quered, righted herself after each assault and trail- 
ing her broken wings, struggled on. Then the 
wind turned and blew after her pursuingly, relent- 
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lessly, until weary with its own cruelty, with one 
mighty, malicious rush cast her upon a reef a league 
from a green, mountain-walled shore I 

Robin had Traddy in his arms when the shock 
came and Tunkel for once was not guilty of their 
fall when they all went down together. 

Then came the awful confusion of the ship- 
wreck. The running to and fro, the calling upon 
the saints and the swinging off of the boats that 
turned faithlessly and cast their load of lives into 
the sea. 

Boat after boat was capsized. But the men 
trusted themselves to the mercy of the waters, in 
some way, till all were gone, even the Middy. 
Then Robin, with all his young strength in the 
effort, wrenched the door from the captain's own 
cabin, and while the ship hung on the spur of 
rock, ready to go to pieces at any moment, he 
dashed to the scullery, crammed his pockets with 
biscuits and filled with fresh water a large flat can- 
teen. This he hung to his belt as he ran back to 
Traddy, who with his arms about the long, low dog 
was bravely awaiting his return. 

A huge wave lifted the stem of the ship and 

bent her nose into the waters. 
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" We're in for it now, Trad," said Robin, as he 
threw the door overboard. " Don't grab me around 
the neck, but hold on to my shoulder." Then with 
the boy on his back he leaped into the sea, with 
Tunkel following after. 
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CHAPTER SIXTEEN 
"THE WHITE ROSE" 

jHE CITY OF THE SUN held a festi- 
val for a week in honor of The White 
Rose— a name which they had given to 
Patricia. 

She lived with old Kololo in the dwelling in 
the cliff. And, from the golden balcony which 
hung above the Pleasure Gardens, she watched the 
games and contests, and processions and pageants, 
which had been arranged for her entertainment, and 
almost forgot that she was a little New York girl of 
the Twentieth Century. 

She was particularly interested in the pageants. 
And, surely, they were the most splendid ever wit- 
nessed by anybody beyond the walls of the For- 
gotten Mountains in that Lost Valley. For, in 
helmets and casques of gold and mantles of hum- 
ming-bird's feathers, Prince Montezuma's warriors 
acted for her the scenes of the Conquest of Mexico. 
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They were armed with cross-bows and lances, which 
caught the light on every bristling point as the 
troops appeared on the plateau, to the accompani- 
ment of various harsh-sounding drums of battle. 

Patricia, on her golden balcony, had been 
showered with roses, and had responded to the 
cheers and merry greetings of the people, prettily. 
She applauded the actors by clapping her hands in 
good American fashion whenever she was particu- 
larly pleased. But, by and by, she saw something 
that deeply offended her. 

A white bull had been brought into view, 
wreathed with flowers and adorned with bells. A 
wild shout went up from the men and women 
gathered about in their gorgeous and beautiful 
costumes. The men waved their mantles to the air, 
and the ladies lifted their bronze, jewel-encircled 
arms and shrieked their pleasure. But, when Pat- 
ricia was wondering what it was all about, a troop 
of half-naked and painted Indians rode out and shot 
at the frightened white creature with arrows, and 
hurled feathered javlins into his eyes and sides until, 
in furious, helpless rage he turned, with lowered 
head and angry bellowings from side to side, blindly 
seeking his tormentors, until he fell upon his knees 
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and fought. And from his knees, still brave, sank 
down and died. 

Tremendous excitement followed this scene. 
But Patricia sat white and still with pity. Then she 
caught Kololo's flowing sleeve and poured out such 
a flood of young anger that the old woman was 
frightened, even though she could not understand, 
and did not know what to do. But Patricia knew 
what to do. She dispatched a servant, who had 
brought her refreshment at that moment, for the 
prince. 

How she conveyed her meaning it would be 
hard to tell. But she pointed out to the dais raised 
for Montezuma at the end of the pleasure ground, 
and then back to herself. And the page ran out as 
though he had winged feet, and in a few moments 
the prince arrived panting with haste and some dis- 
pleasure. 

She looked at him with straight, meeting brows, 
and blue battle challenged him from under them. 
But he said haughtily: 

" It is not the custom here for a maid to com- 
mand a king." 

" I don't care whether it is or not," stormed 
Patricia. " If you are a king it is all the more 
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reason that you ought to be ashamed of yourself for 
letting such cruel things be done in your country." 

"Cruel things?" he repeated, wonderingly. 
" What do you mean?" 

She pointed out to where they were moving the 
white dead thing from the pleasure garden. 

" That's what I mean," she said. And then 
burst into such tears as her own strange adventures 
had not forced to her eyes, and cried and cried. 

The prince was but a boy for all his years. He 
forgot his trampled dignity and her hard words at 
sight of her wet eyes. 

Kololo soothed and scolded and comforted; 
and comforted, scolded and soothed in vain. 

Then Montezuma promised that he would 
abolish bull-fighting from his realm forever and a 
day. And she dried her tears and smiled. 

After that all went well for some time. 

The prince had daily become more fond of 
Patricia, and had fully made up his mind to marry 
her. 

The only trouble was the one that he had always 
had in love affairs during his long career. The lady 
would be sure to grow old^ while he remained fourteen. 
It was most unfortunate. 

157 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE STEPS TO NOWHERE 

He fully realized that it was a sweet and beauti- 
ful thing for two people who love each other to 
grow old together. 

But for one, originally the younger, to creep up 
and pass the other, and then go on into the white 
years without him, was quite another thing. 

He thought about this matter so much that it 
had made him cross, and he wanted to hang a few 
of his subjects to relieve his feelings. But Patricia's 
being there made him hesitate. She had proved to 
him that she was a very particular young person 
about certain matters. She had not liked the 
bull-fight, and she might object to his hanging 
people. 

There was only one way to solve the difficulty. 
He quite made up his mind to that. 

So he got his maps— the ancient maps of Father 
Sahagun— and pored over them to see if he could 
not locate that Fountain of Youth again. Failing in 
that, he sent for an old priest who was the keeper 
of the secrets of the temple. 

The priest was an old man and wise. But, 
although he did not know a thing about the spring,, 
he did know something about princes. So he did 
not disappoint the ruler, but referred him to a much' 
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traveled sun-god, who had once been on the Em- 
peror's own ahar in Mexico. 

" This sun-god had lived," said the priest, " for 
many years in some heathen city beyond the farthest 
peaks of the Forgotten Mountains, and had just 
come to the temple in Panama/* 

Thus it happened that Tunatiuh, humming a 
tune that he had heard in Irving Place, just off 
Broadway, hurried, upon being summoned, to the 
palace of the prince, his round, red face, beaming 
with contentment, and his little eyes twinkling with 
much knowledge. 

He touched his corona as he entered the door, 
and said heartily, as he extended his fat little hand: 

" How are you, prince? Glad to see you 
getting on so well. I was acquainted with your 
father." 

Montezuma, who had been about to prostrate 
himself at the feet of the god, thought better of it 
and stared at his visitor. 

And Tunatiuh was something of a sight as he 
took a seat on the edge of the low, golden table, 
crossed his short legs and lighted a cigarette with 
the air of a very gay fellow I 

" You don't object to smoking do you, prince? " 
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he inquired, taking a tiny puff and then waiting 
poHtely for the boy's dazed answer. " It's a habit I 
learned in New York. Very popular with the 
images there, I assure you." 

" New York?" repeated Montezuma, eagerly. 
" That is the home of the White Rose." 

" Yes, they grow there," interrupted the idol, 
" lots of *em, of every color." 

" This is a maiden," said the prince, coldly. 
" I would marry her." 

" Hum 1 " The sun-god cleared his throat 
noisily. He had been present on several occasions 
when some young man had asked Doctor Dee, the 
archeologist, for one of his daughters, and he 
thought he would be able to imitate his manner 
perfectly. 

"Hum! Do you mean Patty? Patty is very 
young " 

Then the Prince remembered what Patricia 
had told him of her journey with the sun-god up 
the invisible stairway. 

Yes," he nodded, and then added, plaintively: 
But she will grow old, very old. That is the 
trouble!" Then he rushed on with the whole 
matter. 
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The sun-god nodded from time to time, as the 
prince told about the fountain, and how he had 
tried in vain, for all the years, to find it. 

Then the ruler added, hopefully: 

" You, O, Tunatiuh 1 brought the maiden here 
by your strange miracle. Now take us to the 
spring so that she may drink and remain like me, 
young forever and ever I" 

" If I were the real thing I might do that," said 
Tuna. " But, as she knows, Fm only a sub for the 
true luminary. Although she has told me never to 
make that excuse again to anybody, but to * dare and 
do ' the best I can." He paused, humming the Yama 
Yamta song and smoothing the glowing rays of his 
corona thoughtfully. 

"What does Patty say about this plan?" he 
asked suddenly. " Is it her wish to remain young 
forever?" 

" In this land, maidens wish as we wish them to 
wish," observed the prince haughtily. 

But the sun-god laughed until rays of light 
twinkled all over the great golden room as though 
a prism had been shattered and the fragments tossed 
from corner to corner. 

"Why, prince," he guffawed, "Patricia's a 
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suffragette I And if she staid here she'd boss this 
whole kingdom." 

The boy frowned darkly and shook his head; 
the more so, because he remembered the day of the 
bull fight. 

" I don't know what you mean by * suffragette/ " 
he replied. " But I command you lead us, the maid 
and me, to the fountain." 

" I'm only a sub," began the idol, " but if she 
wants to go on an expedition I'll throw what light I 
can upon the situation." 

The prince struck his hands together, and at 
the signal a slave appeared, dropping on his face at 
the sight of the sun-god and crawling to the feet of 
his master. 

" Make my caravan ready," the prince said, 
"and have it at the Topaz Gate at the second hour of 
the moon to-morrow, with soldiers in full armor, a 
hunter and a runner, and the litters all with men, 
besides the tents. Prepare for many days." 

"I go, I go," cried the slave, leaping away. 
Then the prince turned to the sun-god and 
said: 

** I will tell the maiden and her women of the 
journey." 
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But the idol, humming the Yama Yama song, 
began strolling down the path from the emerald 
palace toward the town, with his cigarette held 
daintily in his fingers. 



163 



Digitized by 



Google 




CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 
THE TOPAZ TUNNEL 

|OW, as has been mentioned before in 
this narrative, it is said that the Chagres 
River flows along in a double stream, 
one division running beneath the strata 
of porous rock and the other forming the chartered 
river that is shown on the map. 

According to this report, in certain seasons the 
under or subterranean stream rises and joins the 
upper current. This causes the floods that from 
time to time interfere with the work of connecting 
the eastern and western oceans by means of the 
Panama Canal. Natives claimed to have discovered 
places where the river disappears from the surface 
of the earth altogether and merges with the hidden 
waters underground. 

However that may be and by whatever name it 
may be called, it was a lost river that ran through 
the Forgotten Mountains and crossed the Topaz 
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Grotto like a foaming yellow tiger released from 
bonds. 

The engineers under the Prince Montezuma had 
long tried to divert the course of this torrent which 
hurled its fuming way across the tunnel, which was 
the only outlet except the path used by the couriers 
and spies from the Hidden City of the Sun to the 
seashore. 

Failing in this attempt to change the way of the 
stream, the builders had flung a bridge over the 
turbulent waters and left them to their will. 

This bridge was adorned with various carved 
and painted images and emblazoned with the solar 
disk in gold. A peristyle composed of the statues 
of ancient Aztec kings in the same precious metal 
guarded each side of the river. A space only large 
enough to admit of a flight of pink marble steps led 
to a tiny wharf. Here a boat with a jeweled prow 
always waited. 

There has never been an invasion of the Hidden 
City. The nation that fled from Mexico at the time 
of the conquest, has kept its very existence a secret 
from the rest of the world. 

Except for the vague hints that have troubled 

the centuries— that there is, beyond the farthest 
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reach of the recorded mountains, another range, im- 
penetratable, remote, that hides the mystery of a van- 
ished race! the matter has not been made public 
until this time. 

Doubtless, the airships now being constructed 
by the United States Government for the coast sur- 
vey, will some time chance upon the glorious region 
so strangely discovered by the little girl from Gram- 
ercy Park. 

It may be that the aviators will be able to add 
something of scientific value to the discovery. 

But Patricia's papers, filed with the Librarian 
of Congress in 1910, will show that the rights and 
patents of discovery are hers alone I 

But now leaning her dimpled elbows on the 
rail of the golden balcony of old Kololo's house, 
Patricia was watching some one on donkey-back 
making the ascent to the door. 

As he drew nearer she recognized a page from 
the palace, and in a few moments the boy was at 
her feet, presenting to her the message from the 
prince. 

Patricia made out the words written with a 

stylus on a bit of parchment. 

She was to make ready for the journey to the 
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Spring of Everlasting Youth, he wrote. " The page 
had full instructions to old Kololo, who would ac- 
company her." 

Patricia pouted. 

" I want to go home," she said. "I don't want 
to go prowling through these tropical woods after 
that old spring. I know there are just heaps of 
spiders and bugs and lizards and snakes, every- 
where! It wouldn't be so bad if Robin were along. 
Oh, dear! I wish I could see Traddles— and Robin! 
How long ago it seems that I saw him running with his 
Marathon team, while I was making that snow-man 
in Gramercy. I don't suppose they ever saw a snow- 
man here, or boys like the boys we have at home ! " 

She sighed, little guessing that even then the 
two boys were aboard the dismantled Spanish gal- 
leon that was now running under the very shadow 
of the coast that edged the range beyond the range of 
the Forgotten Mountains! 

But now she ate of the delicate food set before 
her by Kololo, and drank pure water from a spring 
and had a heart for any fate ; when, at the appointed 
hour, the prince's guard came after her and her 
companion to set out for their trip through the 

Topaz Tunnel to the wilderness. 
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She heard the cavalcade come jingling to the 
door, and, running out, she sprang to her little don- 
key's back and he shook his head bells until they 
chimed with her laughter. 

Then, with Kololo's soberer steed pacing be- 
side, they made their way down the winding, 
gradual descent to the plateau where, his caravan 
and a company of soldiers beside him, the prince 
waited to accompany her. 

He looked at her with visible pleasure as she 
came riding down on her little white steed in her 
Aztec dress. But still he shook his head and re- 
peated what he had said when they had sat together 
on the bank of the Chagres river on the other side 
of the hills : 

" You are as different from the Aztec maidens 
as the night is different from the day." 

Then he sprang to his horse, for he and his 

troops were mounted upon magnificent horses with 

trappings of gems and gold, and with loosened 

rein the company started rapidly down the smooth 

road which had been cut in the rock and strewn 

with rushes to serve the double ends of comfort to 

the horses and quiet for the riders. Patricia saw 

before them a mighty gate guarded by great golden 
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images on either side and incrusted with jewels of 
every hue. 

"What place is this?" she cried, shrinking 
back before the sudden burst of light, that reflected 
from the prismatic walls when the portal was thrown 
open, suddenly streamed around her. 

"This," answered the prince, "is the Topaz 
Tunnel through which you entered the city the day 
you came on the underground river. It leads 
through the mountain to where I hope we shall find 
the fountain." 

It will be well to remember that there was only 
one other way out of the prince's city^ and that was a 
twisting, twining mountain pass from the city to the 
sea, only known to the royal couriers, who forever 
watched from the peaks for the Spanish ships. 

And Pedo, the runner, was even at this time 
watching with his fierce young eyes a ship being driven 
before a tornado toward the shore. A Spanish ship 
with broken masts and trailing canvas, with the 
lashing winds behind her and the jagged reefs before ! 

But now as they rode blithely forward, two and 
two, there was the sound of galloping horses coming 
from the rear, and the troops caught up with their 
master in the Topaz Tunnel. 
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Kololo was jogging along behind the soldiers, 
and Patricia, seeing after a time that the prince was 
occupied with his own thoughts, rode back and 
joined her. 

They rode steadily on for a long distance 
through the blazing glory of the place, and the little 
girl smiled at old Kololo, and Kololo smiled at her. 

But just as she was wishing she had somebody 
near who could answer her questions in plain Eng- 
lish, who should come bobbing up but the sun- 
god? 

" Hello," cried the little girl delightedly; but 
at sight of him the old woman scrambled down from 
her donkey as fast as her trembling limbs and 
voluminous garments would permit, and prostrated 
herself at the idol's feet. 

He said a few words to her in the Aztec tongue, 
and she arose with her face glowing with pleasure. 

But Patricia greeted him with dark looks. 

"That's a shame," she cried petulantly, "to let 
that nice old lady grovel down like that to you ! I 
don't like you— a bit" 

The sun-god was visibly embarrassed. A cloud 
of anxiety veiled his ruddy face. "Not a bit?" he 

questioned. 
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She shook her head, and without another glance 
at him jumped down to lend a hand to Kololo as 
she remounted. 

"You can't expect much of a sub," he mur- 
mured apologetically, as with a spring she took her 
place again on the wee donkey's back, while Kololo, 
murmuring happily, rode on. 

" I guess you did not have people bowing down 
to you like that in Irving Place, did you? " demanded 
Patricia. 

" No," he confessed, " everybody thought I was 
a Billikin and tried to tickle my toes / " 

He was so good-natured about it that Patricia 
had to laugh, and that encouraged him to say: 

" You are not mad at me for bringing you here, 
are you?" 

" I wanted to go home," replied the little girl, 
Jier eyes filling with sudden tears. "Home to 
Traddy " 

" I meant to send you back to Gramercy," he 

replied. " But you see I am rather out of practice 

because there is never any need of Aztec magic in 

New York. It has so much of its own. Anyway 

the spell didn't work quite right. You see I'm not 

the real thing and I got my wires crossed " 
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He paused and glanced up at the little girl on 
the donkey. 

" Aren't you a little glad you came? " he asked. 

"Where ami, really?" she answered, then 
continued in a low voice. " The prince told me 
that this is the year 1698. How can it be? You 
know that it is 1910 in New York." 

You are in Central America," he replied, 
in Panama, and the prince has told you how the 
few Aztecs left Mexico when Montezuma fell in 
1523, and came down here to hide from the Span- 
iards. As to your coming back two hundred years 
in history, that is the secret of the Invisible Stairs, 
Any one who steps upon them when they are let 
down to the earth will be transported back to 
another time. I hope I have thrown some light 
upon the matter. It's perfectly simple. Aren't 
you glad you came? The opportunity only occurs 
once in a hundred years." 

But Patricia put up her hand quickly and said : 

"Hush, somebody's coming I" 

They slowed their pace ; the sun-god had been 
walking beside Patricia's bridle rein and keeping 
up with the jog-trot of the little white donkey, and 

the gallop of hoofs came to them from the distance, 
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at first indistinctly, then nearer and more near, until 
the same soldiers in gold helmets and cuirasses that 
had, but a short time before accompanied the 
prince, rode swiftly back toward the gate. 

They saluted the sun-god as they went by, 
bending low over the pommels of their jewel- 
crusted saddles. 

He called something to them. They replied, 
and went onward I 

"The prince has sent his troops back to the 
fortress," explained the last soldier that went clatter- 
ing by. 

The sun-god translated what he said to the girl, 
turning his ruddy face upon her with a beaming smile. 

" Pm glad," he said, " that Pm here to throw 
some light upon But, what is the matter?" 

She had covered her eyes with her bridle arm. 

" T>ovLt— please don't shine so I " she entreated. 

"Well, all right," he said, not well pleased, and 
hummed a Broadway song with his face turned 
away from her. 

" Tell me," she said at length, "who's with the 
prince, and where is he?" 

" He's gone along with little Acula, his page," 
replied the idol. " He will be safe enough, D,W,'* 
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"What's Z). W. r' asked the little girl. 

" Dont Worry ^^ answered the optimistic image. 

But Patricia caught his yellow mantle in her 
nervous little fingers: 

" Hark," she whispered, " hark! " 

There was a long, shrill cry from old Kololo, 
riding ahead. Then a boy in a feathered mantle 
and rich court dress, came running wildly toward 
them, beating his breast and crying something that 
the girl could not understand. 

"Who is that? and what is he saying?" she 
cried, grasping the golden arm of the sun-god, 
" Tell me, tell me." 

For a moment he did not answer. Then 

'' The prince has been captured and carried away 
down the host River" replied the idol, gravely. 
** We must ride back to the city with Acula with the 
news! " 
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CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 
TUNKEL TURNS A TRICK 

[HE wild waves thundered upon the 
reefs of Panama and broke in shattered 
rainbows on the sands. 

And after a while one of the waves, 
somewhat higher than the rest, cast a small object 
on the shore, which, at first glance, appeared to be 
a bit of weed torn up from the gardens of the sea. 
But as the sun struggled from the black, massed 
clouds above the mountains, it shone down upon 
the little object, and^ there on the tropic strand 
gleamed a wee scarlet cap I 

It was just about this time that something small 
and swift might have been seen dashing madly 
down from a distant point on the beach. 

Nearer and nearer it came and proved to be a 
long, low rakish dog— a dog that fell upon the little 
red cap with a bark of joy, and then sat down with 
it in his mouth, with an air of great expectancy. 
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All day Tunkel remained in that place, now 
and then taking an excursion a short distance in 
either direction, but returning to where he had 
found the cap. But, when the darkness came, his 
faithful dog-heart ached with disappointment that 
found expression in prolonged howls. 

For Robin and Traddles had not appeared, and 
Tunkel began to fear that they were lost in the 
stormy sea. 

Sometime in the darkest hour of the tropic 
night, before the first hint of dawn began to touch 
the heavens with faint silver and rose color, Tunkel, 
keeping his vigil over the red cap on the silent 
shore, heard the sound of running feet on the 
heights above him. 

In an instant he was up and after, with the cap 
in his mouth and his long body near the ground. 
So it happened, as it had happened oft before, that 
the dog, in his haste, ran between the feet of the 
runner and sent him rolling down the cliff to the 
wet sands beneath! 

Tunkel could not see in the dark. But his 
senses told him that the last man he had brought to 
earth was young and a stranger, but not Robin, as 
he had at first fondly hoped it might be ! 
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So he trotted down to where the prostrate 
figure lay and nosed him curiously. 

A faint groan answered his touch and he saw 
that there was something wrong. But being only 
a dog and not being conscious of his own blame 
in the matter, he licked the face in the dark to 
show his sympathy, as the stranger responded with 
a kind touch, and then sat down and waited for 
day with his paws on the cap. 

When day came with a burst of golden light, 
he saw that his companion was a slender boy with 
skin like copper, dressed in a single garment of 
cotton cloth, blue in color, and that his leather 
sandals were worn with long traveling. 

Almost at the same moment the Indian boy 
sat up and tried to rise to his feet. But he fell 
down again with an exclamation of impatience, and 
began to pack the wet sand around his swollen ankle. 
Tunkel knew why he was doing that. He had 
often done the same when his paw had been injured. 

But he was of the opinion that plain, fresh 
water mud was more healing to a sprain, such as 
the boy had evidently received in his tumble down 
the cliff, than the harsher grained sand wet with 
salt water. 

177 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE STEPS TO NOWHERE 

However, he watched the operation with inter- 
est, barking now and then and wagging his tail 
by way of encouraging the patient who looked at 
him as though he had never seen a dachshund before 
and wasn't quite sure whether he was a dog or a 
sea serpent. 

But he took from a pack, which he wore be- 
tween his shoulders in the fashion of a knapsack, 
some wafer-like cakes and dried meat and hospit- 
ably shared them with Tunkel who received them 
with joy. 

But when he proffered from a bottle of painted 
earthenware a drink of fermented cactus sap, the 
dog slunk away growling, and went down to the 
water's edge and howled for his friends I 

All at once, however, his howl changed to a 
short, quick, agitated bark. 

The Indian boy heard it and tried again to 
stand, but failing in this sat erect and gazed eagerly 
over the waters. 

At first he could see nothing but the rise and 
dip of the now deep blue sea. But, by and by, his 
trained vision caught sight of something white 
riding the waves. Something small and gleaming 

in the sunlight. A bit of wreckage, maybe, or 
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But what ailed the dog? Had he gone 
mad? Never was there such a writhing, twisting, 
frisking imbecile of a dog anywhere I 

He dashed up and down that stretch of sand 
until he finally fell over his own feet and rolled on 
his back, panting with exhaustion. 

But steadily, near and more near, came the 
white fleck over the waters. Now the receding 
waves delayed it ; now it was lost for a moment in 
the hollow of a great sea ; but again it rode, gal- 
lantly climbing from crest to crest until the watchers 
on shore saw that the strange raft had two passengers, 
one a big boy who held^ with dripping arms against his 
breast, a little chapes shining head. 

Tunkel, with a long thrilling howl of perfect 
joy, seized Traddy's red cap again in his mouth and 
put out to meet them. 

The Indian boy on the beach heard the big boy 
on the raft shout a welcome; then, when the dis- 
tance had been made, reach out and pull the recep- 
tion committee on board. 

Then the waves lifted the little raft and tossed it 
upon the beach like a pebble ; and the three friends 
who had shared so many adventures were ready 
for their new experiences on the shores of Panama I 
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Traddles had slept most of the time, for 
which Robin had given thanks to the sleep angels, 
since they kept him from fear of the lonely sea and 
from homesick tears. 

A night and a day they had drifted, coming 
ashore at a point miles further to the southward 
than where Tunkle had landed, as his instinct had 
led him to swim straight for the nearest point of 
land. He had run at full speed, however, for the 
spot where he had awaited their coming. 

It would be difficult to explain why he knew 
that they would be driven by the current ashore just 
at that place; but he ^/io^ know it. And that's enough 
reason for dog or man. 

And he had watched like a sentinel on duty, with 
his little master's red cap beside him, until they had 
come, as he had known they would come, all the time. 

But now that all was well he could not restrain 
his glee, and as Robin and Traddy, stiff and lame 
from long crouching on the cabin door that had 
been their life boat, limped wonderingly toward 
the Aztec boy who was smiling bashfully up at 
them, Tunkel tripped Traddles and sent Robin 
sprawling on the wet sand by a sudden and unex- 
pected dash between their legs. 
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Then he sat down with his pink tongue hang- 
ing from his mouth and gazed at them as they 
scrambled to their feet, as one conscious of having 
performed his utmost duty. 

" Up to your old tricks, aren't you, Tunk? " 
said Robin, laughing. But Traddy threw his arms 
about the dog and they rolled and played together 
on the sand as the older boy went over and ad- 
dressed the Indian in Spanish. 

A flush like the glow of sunset leaped into the 
golden brown cheek of the latter as Robin spoke, 
and he began to talk rapidly, pointing to his ankle, 
then to the mountain and out to the sea. 

And what he said made Robin open his eyes in in' 
terest and wonder. 
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CHAPTER NINETEEN 
PEDO, THE RUNNER 

jEDO was the name of the Aztec boy, 
and he was a runner or courier to the 
Prince Montezuma. 

Then came the story that made 
Robin open his eyes, as he sat with him on the 
beach not far from the ancient city of Nombre de 
Dios, the first-settled town in the New World. 

The Spanish galley that had fought with and 
captured Captain Kidd's ship, the Adventure^ had 
stolen her treasure, in the first place, from the secret 
caves that the Prince of the Hidden City owned in 
Panama. 

This ship had, after many days, been driven, 
rudderless and at the mercy of the storms, far 
southward out of her course, and, as the reader well 
knows, had gone to pieces on the rocks. 

It was Pedo's business to get back to the 
capital with his news, so that the wreckers could 
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come by the secret way and recover the treasure 
from the waters before Spain's divers were at work. 

Everywhere on the coast range, which separated 
the known land from the hidden cities of the Aztecs, 
these sentinels were on watch, and they were as 
sure-footed as the mountain goats, and ran through 
the secret paths '^f the great steeps faster than a 
hawk could fly. , 

The character of their news was always to be 
read by those who saw them at a distance, by the 
color of their mantle. So that the fishers and the 
farmers who saw them pass knew what was happen- 
ing without further information. 

If there was danger from a destructive flood, 
the herald's mantle was green edged with white, to 
typify the green, foam-bordered waters. 

If it should be, by fearsome chance, the return 
of the Spaniard to discover the City of the Sun 
among the Forgotten Mountains, the color would 
have been scarlet and purple, for blood and the 
smoke of battle. 

When the news had to do with gold or treasure, 
the hues were yellow and blue. 

Pedo also told Robin about the hollow logs 
hung at intervals along the western coast, from peak 
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to peak, from far-off Mexico, from whose glorious 
lands his people had been driven at the time of 
Cortez's occupation, and showed the little silver 
hammer with which he sent the strokes that were 
echoed from hill to hill. 

" That's like our telegraph," Robin exclaimed. 
" Don't you have the Morse system down here?" 
But the boy shook his head and looked so be^ 
wildered that Robin had a queer thought. 

" Oh, by the way," he said in Spanish, " what 
year is this? " And the boy replied : 

" It is the year 1698." 

" Whew 1 " he whistled. " No wonder you are 
keeping your eye on the Spaniards. Why, at this 
time, according to your calendar, the Inquisition is 
in full swing." He sat down on the sand beside 
the Aztec and his mind was crowded with things 
too wonderful and strange to speak of. Was there 
ever such a strange experience? 

What if he could tell the boy that this was 
indeed the year 1910. That Spain, the once terrible, 
was trembling on her throne to the sorrow of the 
rest of the world. That she had for a king a brave, 
splendid boy who was beloved and honored by every 
one and that a little English princess was his queen 1 

184 



Digitized by 



Google 



PEDO, THE RUNNER 

" Gee 1 " he breathed. " I guess I'd better keep 
still." 

Traddy ran up just then to take the wafers and 
dried meat that the Indian boy proffered ; and they 
drained the last drops of fresh water from Robin's 
canteen, as the latter had been told of a spring but a 
short distance away. 

"Why don't you det up?" inquired the little 
chap of the Aztec runner. Robin repeated the 
question in Spanish, and learned for the first time, 
that the boy's ankle was sprained and how it hap- 
pened. 

" Too bad," murmured Traddy, sympatheti- 
cally. " Tant I wub it for you?" Robin laughed, 
remembering that the wee chap had offered to rub 
the pirate's head, and then added: 

"That was just like Tunkel, wasn't it? He's 
tripped up everybody we have met on this whole 
journey, including the sand man and Captain 
Kidd." 

But the Indian boy was looking very much 
troubled. 

" I must go," he repeated over and over again 

in his soft speech. " I must be up and away with 

my news to my prince I " 
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And he began unfolding from his compact 
knapsack a tissue mantle of yellow and blue. 

But when he arose to his feet he fell back 
again, only his Indian pride preventing him from 
crying aloud in pain. 

" I must go," he repeated. " I must be up and 
away I " 

Robin leaned over and looked into his eyes. 

" If its important, old man, that you should get 
that message to your chief, I'll go for you. Is it 
very important ? " 

"Si." 

Just the one word, yes. But it was spoken with 
intense earnestness. 

" Can you trust me? " asked Robin. Again the 
answer, " Si." But it was spoken with a confident 
smile. 

"All right," said Robin, rising. "I can run, 
too. Ask any of the fellows around Gramercy— or, 
rather— well, never mind 1" 

He stopped, remembering that an Aztec of 1698 
was not apt to be in communication with a school 
boy crowd of 1910, and added: 

" Give me your papers and show me the 
way." 
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" But the way involved a great deal of explana- 
tion and the boy drew many maps with a pointed 
shell in the sand before Robin learned how he was 
to get into the Forgotten Hills that lay beyond the 
range rising in purple heights before them. 

There was great danger of his getting lost, and 
the way was almost impassable to any one not 
accustomed to mountain climbing. 

But Robin was brave, and after he had made a 
diagram himself, and had the matter clearly in his 
mind, he discarded his coat, threw the yellow and 
blue mantle over his shoulders and announced that 
he was ready 1 

But he had for the moment forgotten Traddy 
until he was reminded by a shrill objection on the 
part of that young gentleman, to being left alone 
with history. 

Just then, however, an ox cart driven by a bent 
old woman came along the beach, and the Aztec boy 
put his fingers in his mouth exactly like an East- 
sider would do to-day, and whistled shrilly. 

"She is of our nation," he said hurriedly to 
Robin, "a loyal subject of our prince and in his 
service. She will care for your brother and restore 
my hurt immediately with poultices of violet leaves. 
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I will bring him safely to you in the Hidden 
City." 

Robin glanced at the kind face of the old 
woman hurrying toward them. It would be best 
for the little boy to stay and recover from his ship- 
wreck before going into new adventures, that he 
knew. 

He hastily told Traddles the plan and the little 
boy nodded his head until his red cap fell onto the 
sand. 

"All wite," he said, smiling up at the old woman, 
who by this time was at his side and replacing the 
cap with gentle hand upon his curly pate. 

" All wite. Tunkel'U stay, too." 

Tunkel, who had been chasing a sea horse, or 
" hippo-campus," as Robin called it, came up just 
then with a dash and ran between the legs of the 
bullock without the customary effect. For the 
animal scooped the little dog up on his horns and 
tossed him into the sea from which he emerged, a 
moment later, looking much surprised and some- 
what resentful with the salt water dripping from his 
ears and tail. 

"Haste, haste!" cried the Aztec runner to 
Robin who would have lingered to laugh at 
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TunkePs unusual experience. So bidding Traddles 
a hurried good-by, and with a few last words of in- 
struction from the Indian, he set out on his best 
marathon gait for the Hidden City in the Forgotten 
Mountains 1 

" Well, well," he said to himself as he swiftly 
made the ascent and left the little group on the 
sands out of sight behind the first spur of the 
mountains, "I seem to be getting further and 
further away from Patty all the time. I wish I knew 
^vhere she was and what I could do to help her." 

But Fate had that matter in charge, and if he 
had only known that he was even then journeying 
toward Patricia he would have gone on with a 
lighter heart and surer step with his message to the 
son of Montezuma. 
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CHAPTER TWENTY 

THE CAPTURE 

I HE prince had, indeed, fallen into the 
hands of an enemy, an enemy that had 
long been daring the dark waters of the 
hidden river in the hope of finding gold* 
But when the half-dozen adventurous pirates 
emerged in their canoe into the dazzling light of the 
wonderful Topaz Tunnel, their surprise and delight 
knew no bounds ; they were not prepared for such a 
discovery. But they were not slow to take advantage 
of their opportunity, and made all haste to pry the 
jewels from the statues of the kings which edged 
the banks, and to break the vases of silver and gold 
that were within easy reach of their hands, the better 
to stow them away in their boat. 

It was while thus engaged, not stopping for re- 
freshment or rest, that they heard the prince's cara- 
van approaching from the distance. 

When it came in sight the leader gazed at it 
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with speculation; and then, as one who has consid- 
ered a question and fully made up his mind, he ad- 
dressed his men. 

" We have come, by chance, upon an unknown 
treasure-house. Let us be wise. This is a royal 
caravan, well armed. We shall let it pass. Sandro," 
he said, turning to the tallest of the three Moors who 
accompanied his party, " do you pull the boat well 
out of sight under the bridge, and let no man make 
a sound as we bide our time within the shadows. 

** Embark! Unsheath your blades! But strike 
not, unless I give the signal! " 

The captain was a Portuguese in a striped mantle. 
There was a Turk in his company, and a bandit Greek. 
The other three were Moors, black as Othello, but 
naked, save for their loin cloths of white cotton. 

They took their places imder the golden arch 

of the bridge, but peered out covetously, as the 

richly caparisoned horses, with their laden packs, 

appeared at the head of the caravan. It was evident 

that they accepted but sullenly the command of 

their leader about letting the caravan pass. For 

their lean fingers closed over their dagger-hilts, and 

their eyes flamed at sight of the gold. 

They could see the caravan and hear the troops 
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following; but there were too many for them to 
attack. It was, indeed, best to let them pass. 

The horses and carts rattled on; then came the 
flutter of plumes and the shine of the jasper-tipped 
lances. 

Near they came, and still nearer, while under the 
bridge the robbers cowered, waiting for the beat of 
hoofs above them that should carry the soldiers 
away and leave them safe to loot and destroy this 
strange and unexpected cave of treasure. 

But noWi as the fore foot of the first troop horse 
touched the bridge, an order came from the rear that 
set the hearts of the lurking foe in the golden am- 
bush to trembling. 

** Halt,'' and the ranks stood still. Could it 
mean that the hiding place of the pirates in the 
shelter of the bridge had been discovered? The 
chief rose in the boat, silently drawing his long 
pistol from his sash. At the same moment the Turk's 
curved scimeter flashed in the amber radiance. The 
Greek grasped his short sword and the Blackamoors 
crouched to spring, showing their teeth. 

All ears were strained to hear the command 
which was repeated from one officer to another 

along the shining legion:— 
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His highness. Prince Montezuma, orders the 
troops to turn at the Bridge-of-the-Kings and go back 
with all speed to the city of the Sun, 

** The prince and his friends will proceed alone on 
his pilipimage to the place of the Fountain.^* 

There was a pause. Under the bridge the 
bandits smiled in grim silence. Then the troops 
wheeled and set out on a smart gallop in the direc- 
tion from which they had come. 

As the sound of the tramping feet grew faint 
the old Turk laughed outright, coolly putting back 
his crescent-shaped Damascus blade. 

'*I am afraid," he said, shaking his head, " that 
the prince is very imprudent to send his soldiers 
back. He must be very brave or else extremely 
young and inexperienced. 

He addressed the chief who laughed in answer, 
and then suddenly added: 

" There was a story told, when my grandfather 
was young, that the son of the Emperor of Mexico 
had been saved from Cortez. It was whispered that 
a priest had led him and a few followers by moun- 
tain pass and sea to some land far southward, and 
that he had found in some wilderness a magic foun- 
tain of youth which had kept the prince through all the 
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years young and beautiful! 'Tis a legend. But a 
thought crossed my mind as I heard the trooper 
speak the name of Montezuma. Ah, that such a 
thing might bel" 

The Turk, who was old, rubbed his gray beard 
and sighed. " To find such a fountain," he said, " I 
would give, were it mine, all the gold before us." 

" And I," murmured the leader softly, as there 
was a sound of some one drawing near, "would 
give all Mtf— and slay and rob for more gold—m ex- 
change for one draught of its waters I " 

"And I," said the Greek. "But see!" He 
peered out, then turned with wide-eyed wonder to 
whisper: "The prince is coming I" 

Montezuma, accompanied only by Acula, who 
ran on foot beside his steed, was approaching in full 
view of the hidden adventurers. His bronze-colored 
face under his golden head-dress was uplifted and 
full of spirit. His cheeks glowed with the dusk red 
of the pomegranate. He was dressed in armor 
which was made like the body of a bird feathered 
with silver and gold, and a mantle of feathers of the 
most gorgeous hues and exquisite fineness fell from 
his shoulders. The soles of his sandals were of the 
same precious metal that was used so lavishly, com- 
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bined with turquois in his saddle adornments, and 
they were laced as far as his knees with criss-cross 
strings of rubies and pearls. His lance was tipped 
with a diamond of surpassing size and splendor. 
His arrows were headed with amber, like sunlight 
crystalized. 

The cheeks of the robbers flushed with avarice 
as they looked and waited. But the old Turk cov- 
eted more than his gold. 

" Have I not prayed for youth? " he muttered 
in his beard. " Have I not prayed?" 

But a sharp signal from the chief startled them 
to action. He made them understand by one mo- 
tion of his head that they were to rush upon the 
prince and make him a prisoner. 

Noiselessly they made ready. Then the three 
Moors crept up the pink marble stairs that led to 
the little wharf, and there was only the sound of the 
single horse's feet to break the silence of the cavern. 

The prince reached the place where his troops 
had turned back so recently, and the Moors were 
upon him before he could cry out or speak a warn- 
ing to the little page trudging beside him! 

But Acula saw all— saw the black savages seize 
his master, and with a wild heart-urging fled, while 
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Montezuma was lifted from his horse and carried, 
struggling and threatening, to the boat that now 
with poised oars waited for him boldly at the brim 
of the yellow river. 

But he was not submitting tamely, even in his 
surprise, to the compelling black arms that held 
him. He fought until the boat rocked perilously and 
seemed likely to be overturned in the foaming waters. 

Then a blow from the hilt of a blade fell upon 
him, and he dropped unconscious across the laps of 
the Greek and the old Turk and the man in the 
striped mantle ! 

But faster than an arrow in its flight the boat 
was sent across the tunnel's width and into a cave 
of whirlpools, where it was tossed about and finally 
sucked into a pot of swirling waters which poured 
out in a narrow stream between the rocks and 
found the open country I 

When Montezuma opened his eyes some hours 
later, he found himself on the edge of a mountain 
forest. Deep, tangled underbrush was all around, 
and his captors had built a camp and were prepar- 
ing food over a crackling fire. 

He watched their faces in the light of the 

flames. Eager faces, cruel and full of treachery. 
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The prince, gentle as he appeared, was yet an 
Aztec and used to human sacrifice. He had put 
many a captive to death, himself, and it was the 
dreadful custom of his people; he expected, of 
course, that he would be led to the stake when the 
men had finished getting their camp in order. 

But he smiled as he thought of the surprise he 
had in store for them I 

It came sooner than he had thought. For the 
pirates had decided that it would be foolish to hold 
the prince for ransom when they could return them- 
selves to sack the Hidden City. So they decided 
to kill him at once, and the lot of executioner had 
fallen to the old Turk who was even now, believing 
him asleep, creeping near him with his curved 
scimeter ready for striking I 

Montezuma felt the hot breath of the old man 
on his cheek, and saw, through his half-closed eye- 
lids the blue flash of the steel blade. Then he put 
up his hand and caught the wrinkled wrist in his 
strong fingers. 

" You can not kill me," he said, quietly. " I 
lived before your father's father lived." 



197 



Digitized by 



Google 




CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE 
A FOUNTAIN IN THE FOREST 

jHE robbers had all heard the story as it 
had been told by their chief, and there 
was great excitement and wonder 
among them when the Turk came 
back, crying as he ran: 

" 'Tis he, 'tis he of whom you spoke— the ever- 
young prince of the Aztecs I " 

And he fell down and cowered, shivering over 
the blaze, holding his lean hands to the warmth 
eagerly. 

Then, after a time, the Greek spoke the 
very thoughts that had been in the minds of the 
others. 

" We can not kill the prince, if this be true. 
At best we can but hold him as a slave and cap- 
tive. But he has something more desirable than 
gold." 

"Yes, yes," murmured the gray Turk, intently 
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listening, still trembling, and crouching where he 
had fallen by the fire. 

"And I," continued the Greek, "propose that 
he shall win his freedom by leading us to the Foun- 
tain" He spoke confidently, standing in his purple 
tunic, straight and tall." 

"For," he continued, "once we have cooled 
our lips with its waters we shall be like him, for- 
ever young." 

The old Turk sprang to his feet, as if to go to 
the prince, but the chief restrained him. 

" I will put the matter to him," he said, haugh- 
tily, throwing back the folds of his striped red and 
yellow mantle. " I am young, and have a fancy for 
stajring so. If he leads us to the fountain we will 
set him free. If not"— he shrugged his shoulders 
meaningly. " Well, we shall invent some delicate 



torture." 



He walked over to where the lord of the 
Vanished people lay fuming with impatience over 
the matter of his capture. He blamed himself for 
disregarding the warning sent by his couriers that 
adventurers were upon the River of Canoes, explor- 
ing every outlet and tributary. That they had found 

their way into the subterranean stream that had its 
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outlet in the Topaz Tunnel was not, after all, surpris- 
ing. There was but one consolation to his injured 
pride. In their eagerness to carry him away the 
pirates had not disembarked and made their way 
through the tunnel to the sacred Hidden City. 

If he could but keep them from returning and 
discovering his beautiful capital, with his loyal peo- 
ple and splendid palaces and temples. If he could 
prevent them from finding the dwelling in the cliff 
that sheltered the "White Rose" and the withered, 
brown Kololo, he would take his own discomforts 
lightly. 

But Montezuma's thoughts were interrupted by 
the chief, who approached just then and curtly made 
the proposition that the Greek had spoken of. 

The prince listened as the chief offered him his 
freedom in exchange for the secret of the spring, his 
mind active and every sense alert. In some way he 
must keep these men from returning to his city. 

He was the protector of his people and the 
defender of the temples of the Sun. 

He did not know where to look for the Foun- 
tain of Youth. As he had told Patricia, it had never 
been found since that far distant day when old Saha- 

gun had made him drink its waters. 

200 



Digitized by 



Google 



A FOUNTAIN IN THE FOREST 

But he knew that he must lead these robbers 
away. That he must make them lose the trail, or 
some day they would come back and bring destruc- 
tion upon him. 

So he said, looking at the Portuguese with 
scornful eyes : " I do not fear you. The place is far 
away toward the sea, upon a mountain guarded by 
its seven sister hills. I might guide you to the foun- 
tain's very brim if I were sure that you would keep 
a pledge to me. But who could trust a robber and 
a chief of robbers? " 

He turned away contemptuously, and the chief 
stared in black rage. Never had a captive so in- 
sulted him. His eyes flashed and his fingers sought 
his blade, only to relax and fall limply at his side. 

Here was a captive whom he could not kill or 
even hurt, it seemed, or frighten. Had, then, this 
fountain such strange power that its waters gave 
freedom from fear as well as from age and death? 
If so, it was even more desirable than he had 
realized. He glanced at his little company around 
the not far distant camp fire. The eyes of his men 
were fixed upon him eagerly ; fiercely, indeed. 

If he should not make the bargain with the 

prince what would those savage-hearted followers 
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do with him? He glanced at the young proud face 
before him and changed his manner of speech. 

" If you, O, Montezuma, will lead us to the 
Fountain of Youth," he said, in a low tone, "I 
promise to sail with all my company from the 
nearest port, and to never more set foot upon these 
shores." 

"You must do more than that," said Monte- 
zuma. ** As soon as you have had one draught of 
the water I may offer you, you must take your oath 
that you will seal your lips and the lips of those that 
follow you, concerning it. 

" More than that ; you must go at once, with- 
out speaking, and with faces covered, and without 
once taking food, until you are on a galley many 
leagues at sea. So only will the magic of the spring 
prevail. If you or any of your men but break your 
promise to me and return, or should you speak to 
others of this Fountain, its power will be destroyed 
—it will be no different from the merest spring that 
feeds a mountain stream ; you will grow old and die 
like other men." 

He spoke indifferently, although he was far 
from certain that the wily pirate would be deceived 
by all he said. But, muttering that he would go 
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and lay his conditions before the others, the chief 
returned to the fire. 

Through his half shut eyes Montezuma could 
see the rest thrust out their hands eagerly, as 
though to push the leader back. And in a moment 
he came to say that they were ready to accept the 
prince's offer, and were in haste to set out for the 
place without an hour's delay. 

Hurriedly making preparations— for Montezuma, 
with some show of reluctance, consented to begin 
the quest at the rising of the moon— the little com- 
pany set out on their journeyings. And, as the 
prince's first purpose was to lead them away from 
the vicinity of the Hidden City, he required the men 
to be blindfolded after they were well started on 
their way. 

This made progress slow ; for they were afraid 
to play any tricks upon an immortal, and the ban- 
dages completely veiled their eyes. So, while he 
wound about in circling ways, guiding them by his 
voice, they stumbled and fell and recovered and 
stumbled and fell again, resting only in the darkest 
part of the nights until the morning of the fifth day. 

Then Montezuma, in a voice trembling with 

excitement, suddenly bade them uncover their eyes. 
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For to his own amazed delight, they had burst 
into an opening in the thick forest; and there, 
guarded by columns of violet onyx, was a natural 
fountain with a spray of water leaping toward the 
skies. 

For a moment they all stood, speechless with 
joy. Then the old Turk, trembling with doubt,^ 
cried hoarsely: 

" Is this the fount? Is this the immortal spring? 
How shall we know " 

The prince hesitated. 

" I can not tell until I taste the waters," he said, 
really trying to recall the place. 

"Give him a cup," cried the chief; and, as a 
cup was crowded in his hand, Montezuma ran and, 
stooping, filled it with the sparkling waters. 

Then he rose to his full height, lifted the cup to 
his lips, sipped and raised it lightly, high above his 
head. 

"To immortal Youth 1*^ he shouted exultantly. 

But, unheeding him, with fierce, breathless 
gasps and savage cries, the others threw themselves 
down at the fountain's brim, and scooping the water 
in their hands, plunged their hot faces into its 
depths and drank and drank, thirstily I 
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lifted in his hand and his young eyes turned toward Mexico. 
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Then one by one they staggered to their knees, 
to their feet, where they stood for a moment's space 
swaying. 

TAen the striped mantle crumpled on the ground, 
and out of its folds came a puff of dust I The tunic of 
the Greek sank slowly in a pile of purple cloth. And 
that was all. The old Turk fell and was a heap of 
ashes beside the brown dust that had been the Moor's / 

But the prince was standing, where he stands 
to-day, with his young face turned toward Mexico I 

Lithe and beautiful and young he stands, the 
emperor's diadem about his brows and the golden 
cup uplifted in his hands, a form in onyx on that 
violet hill. 

For he had fourtd a different fountain than the one 
he sought. And its petrifying waters turned him into 
stone and changed his companions to the dust— that 
If lows away I 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO 
THE DIAMOND LANCE 

lOMEWHAT back of the crumbling 
village of Nombre de Dios, in sight of 
the little harbor which even then held 
in its coral-chambered depths many a 
proud ship that bore the golden arms of Imperial 
Spain, Robin found the path that led from the sea- 
eoast to the Hidden City of the Sun, the one twist- 
ing, snake-like trail that slipped between the moun- 
tains and into the unknown prince's capital. 

Robin had expected Tunkel to stay with Trad- 
dies until he should follow with the Aztec runner 
later on. But he had not gone a day's journey when 
the little dog caught up with him. 

At first Robin was inclined to send him back. 
But the night was coming on and he found that the 
long, low rakish dog was, after all, rather desirable 
company. So he shared his dried meat and bread 
with his companion; and then when the great bril- 
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liant stars rode into the bending purple heavens he 
went to sleep, with the warm brown body cuddled 
at his side. 

They wakened with the dawn and saw the mists 
move like a white company up from the valley, 
slowly at first, and then, touched with rose color, 
scudding swiftly over the heights and up until they 
vanished in the sun. The boy and dog ate their 
breakfast hurriedly while the day was yet cool, and 
then went swiftly on. 

Once or twice Robin wandered from the way. 
And then Tunkel dashed here and there through 
the woods, as though he were trying his best to find 
it, while Robin sat down and studied his diagram 
and consulted his pocket compass. On one of these 
occasions they had gone deep into a forest, and 
Robin had been interested in the splendid speci- 
mens of onyx he saw there that he lost his bearings. 
Tunkel was quite in despair. He ran about bark- 
ing and acted so annoyed about the delay that the 
boy laughed heartily. 

"All right, old chap," he said. "I know you 
feel responsible for this journey, and we won't lose 
any more time. But this is the first petrified wood 
I ever saw. I wish I could take a bit home to the 
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Metropolitan Museum. Hi, there— don't drink any 
water here." 

He waved his arm and drove Tunkel away from 
a rill that crossed their path, adding, "Judging from 
all the petrified things, these springs would play the 
deuce with your little insides. Here, come back I 
What's the matter?" 

But from a distance, farther in the wood, 
came a long, long howl from the little dog. A 
howl so full of terror that Robin ran with long 
leaps to the place, grasping the knife that the 
Aztec boy had given him, expecting to have to 
rescue his companion from some fresh danger. 
But as he sprang into the clearing he stopped in 
surprise, for the d<^ was crouched before a statue 
of an Indian prince which stood on the brink of a 
fountain. 

" What a strange place for such a magnificent 
piece of sculpture," Robin exclaimed aloud, admir- 
ingly. " But it must be near the city, for here are 
clothes that their owners have left behind— a striped 
mantle, a purple tunic and some queer Turkish-look- 
ing things. Leave 'em alone, Tunk. What makes you 
sniff so around those old traps? They can't hurt 

you. Come on I" 
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He turned to leave when something shining on 
the ground caught his attention. 

"Gee, what a dandy spear I" he cried, as the 
shivering little dog kept at his heels, ** I believe I 
will take that along with me and give it to the fellow 
that this message is for. FU bet that stone at the 
tip is a diamond." 

So he picked up the prince's lance. And so it 
happened that he had that same lance in his hand 
when the guards met him in his courier's dress of 
yellow and blue at the gate of the Hidden City at 
the hour of sunset the next evening. 

Robin had found the city in a state of intense 
excitement over the capture of the prince. And 
when he appeared with the well-known lance of 
Montezuma in his possession, he was at once 
arrested. 

There had been considerable surprise on all 
sides when this had happened. Tunkel had assisted 
in the confusion by tripping up the chief of police 
and hurtling down a judge who had donned his 
wig of spun silver and hurried to the plaza when the 
news of the arrival of the stranger was taken to him. 

The dispatches which Robin carried in his bag 

were at once seized upon and taken to the Chamber 
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of the Counsellors ; but when a soldier was found 
who was able to understand the Spanish tongue, 
Robin told his story. 

He began with the meeting with Pedo 
after the waves had tossed him and his little charge 
upon the coast of Nombre de Dios, and ended the 
tale with the account of the wonderful statue of an 
Indian youth which stood at a spring in the forest 
of onyx. 

"I found this spear on the ground at the 
statue's feet and brought it to give to the prince of 
the Hidden City," he said as he ended his story. 

Then a terrible cry went up from the people 
who stood around, and the wails spread with the 
news throughout the entire place. 

" If this tale is true our prince will not return," 
they said. " If it is not true, this white boy shall be 
given to the gods as a sacrifice of rejoicing. In the 
meanwhile, away with him to the prison!" 

So they carried Robin away, fighting with his 
strong young fists, and otherwise protesting, but 
helpless between the double rows of armored men 
that formed his escort. 

And there they left him in a gloomy cell, but 
Tunkel staid beside him. 
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Patricia from the golden balcony of old 
Kololo's house had heard the confusion in the 
street below and seen the throng hurrying to the 
dungeon with a prisoner. 

" It must be something about the prince's cap- 
ture," she thought. "I'll just go down and see, 
without waking poor old Kololo. She's been 
crying all day and I shall be safe enough without 
her." 

So, in her white dress and with the band of 
gold around her clustering curls, she sped down the 
rock steps of the cliff, and her little sandal-shod feet 
made no sound as she ran along the rose-bordered 
path of the garden to the highway. 

A searching party organized in the hope of 
rescuing the captured prince had just headed for 
the small gate that, as has been explained, led to the 
twisted path used only by the couriers; and Patricia, 
who could understand no word of the excited 
speech around her, followed them. 

By this time the moon had risen and she 
slipped along like a white mist-maiden until she saw 
the mounted men pass the gate and begin urging 
their wiry ponies upward. 

Then she saw them stop and hold a brief con- 
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versation with some one who had approached from 
the opposite direction. She could not see very well 
in the dim light; but there appeared to be two 
figures, one extremely small and the other taller, and 
limping slightly as he moved about. Then she saw 
the larger of the two turn about, as though to guide 
the searchers, and the little one stumbled, uncer- 
tainly ahead, toward her in the moonlight I 

Patricia leaned over the wicket, her red lips 
parted, her blue eyes wide. 

Then, with a cry of ** Traddy, Traddy, Traddy ! ' * 
she tore open the gate, and in a moment her little 
brother was in her arms, sobbing: 

**My own dear, dear sisser,** 

For a long time they stood there, cheek to 
cheek, now weeping, now smiling, together. Then 
Trad inquired: 

"Where's Wobin Weed?" to Patty's immense 
surprise and wonder. 

"Is he here, too?" she asked, in great delight. 
And Traddy told her the whole story. 

"Where can he be?" said Patricia, not dream- 
ing that he was the prisoner she had seen carried off 
to the high tower; and just then the Sun-god trotted 

by. She called to him. 
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His face shone with daytime radiance when he 
saw Trad, and he told him he had grown a lot since 
he had last seen him running up the Steps to No- 
where. 

Then Patricia interrupted by asking him if he 
had seen Robin. 

"Oh, yes," he replied, as he stooped to pick up 
Traddy's cap and dust it with his chubby fingers. 
" He's in a bad place just now." 

"What?" cried Patricia. And he told her, 
adding : 

" If they find he was mistaken about that being 
the prince they will sacrifice him on the altars." 

" Horrible," cried the little girl. " They shan't. 
I won't let them I " She stopped and stared at the 
sun-god. "Why don't you get him out of that 
place ? Now . To-night, ' ' 

He shifted from one plump foot to the other 
and blinked: "Why"— he began, hesitatingly. 

"Now you are going to say you could if you 
were the rea/ thing," she exclaimed. "I know! and 
it is all nonsense! You can do it if you try, even if 
you are a sub I Anybody can do what they think they 
can do I Start this instant I " 

She stamped her feet impatiently. 
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" Will you think I am the real thing if I do? " 
he inquired, a bit wistfully, " and be more— respect- 
ful to me?" 

" Yes, I will," said Patty, giving him her hand. 
He shook it warmly and said: 

"As a matter of fact, I think you had better 
all be getting out of this city now that the prince is 
gone. You and the wee chap here run down to 
the Topaz Tunnel. You know the way. And keep 
on to the golden bridge over the Lost River. I'll 
meet you there with Robin " 

" Bring Tunkel, too," shrilled Trad after him. 
And he waved his hand and beamed upon them, as 
hand in hand they ran off through the white noon- 
light toward the Topaz Tunnel, through which 
flowed the yellow river. 



214 



Digitized by 



Google 




CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE 

THE REAL THING 

jT seemed a long journey to the two 
children. Patricia held Traddy's hand 
as though she never intended to let 
him out of her sight again, and her 
heart quivered with anxiety about Robin. 

" What if Tunatiuh should not be able to get 
Robin away from the tower?" she thought, and 
then laughed at herself for doubting the power of 
the jolly idol. 

" Of course he can do anything he tries," she 
said. " He has proved that. But he has himself to 
blame when folks lose confidence in him, the silly 
image ! 'Cause he says he's only a sub and that 
one can't expect much of him. It's a great mistake 
for anybody to do that." 

"What's dis place?" asked Traddy, interrupt- 
ing her thoughts and looking around with wonder 
at the splendors of the Topaz Tunnel's entrance. 
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Then she told him how she had made the trip 
before on the dear little white donkey in the prince's 
caravan, and of what had happened before they 
reached the bridge. But she did not tell him, for 
happily she did not know, what strange fate had 
befallen Montezuma and the little band of adven- 
turers at the spring on the violet heights of the 
Onyx Mountain. 

They reached the Bridge of the Kings and 
stood on its arched span over the rushing, yellow 
river, where they could see the large golden statues 
on either side of the stream. Many of the gems 
which had incrusted these statues had been removed 
by the pirates who had captured the prince and had 
taken away with them some of the smaller vases and 
images. But there were enough left to dazzle the 
children until they looked up to see a still brighter 
light advancing toward them. 

It was the shining roly-poly figure of Tuna, the 
sun-god. And when Patricia saw that Robin was 
with him she ran like a white gazelle to meet him with 
Trad at her heels, calling "Hello, Wobin," as he ran. 

The meeting between the tall boy and the little 

girl was so affecting that tears of sympathy sizzled 

down the glowing face of the idol, 
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Traddy heard the sizzing sound and looked 
alarmed. 

" Don't cry," he urged, patting the plump 
shoulders, " don't cry. Tears rust your works." 

Patty laughed and said : 

"Wherever did you hear such an expression as 
that?" But Traddy looked at Robin and smiled 
knowingly. 

"We'll tell you about dat some time," was his 
reply, and she had to be content with that. But as 
for the sun-god he seemed to be thinking it over 
very seriously indeed, for he finally said : " That is 
one of the most sensible remarks I ever heard. I 
am going to jot it down on my ivory tablet and use 
it in my business. * Tears rust your works,* Isn't 
that a bully saying now?" 

" How slangy that sounds," said Patricia, look- 
ing at him rather severely. "You must remember 
that you are a teacher here." 

"Well, I've got to do something to attract 
attention and appeal to the masses," he replied. 
" But come. I think you had better hustle along to 
the boat." 

"The boat?" asked Robin, who had been 
laughing over the gay, worldly air of the 
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ancient idol. "Where can we go from this 
place?" 

"I want to go home," said Traddles, and 
Patricia, without a word, caught him in her arms 
and gave him a big hug. He returned it in full 
measure, and his little red cap fell off and lay for a 
time unnoticed while Tuna was giving Robin the 
most clear and careful directions. 

Then the sun-god led the way down the pink 
marble steps to the landing. 

The golden boat was waiting at the wharf, and, 
to Patricia's surprise, it had been carefully prepared 
for the journey, for a water skin and baskets of food 
and fruit were stowed in the bow. 

She looked up to see Tuna blinking at her wist- 
fully, and suddenly she realized that while he had 
been forever planning for her comfort she had not 
even been kind to him. 

** Tuna," she exclaimed, " You are a dear, a 
perfect dear— and the Real Thing" 

"Oh, no," he protested, modestly: "Not that. 
You don't think I am that^ do you?" His tone 
was eager and his face blazed with delight. 

"Yes I do," she answered, ''The Real Thing, 

You are just great and splendid^ and " she hesi- 
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tated, and then added with a little burst of genuine 
emotion : 

" Dear Tuna, come home with us to Gramercy 
Park." 

He shook his head dazzlingly, but for a 
moment he could not speak. 

" Do come," she urged. " What should I 
have done without you?" 

"I hope I have thrown some light upon the 
situation," he said, recovering his composure. 
"But my place is here. You will think of me 
sometimes in the Hidden City beyond the For- 
gotten Mountains, won't you?" 

She nodded, her eyes wet, and he beamed. 
Then he briskly motioned Robin to step down and 
hand Patricia and Traddles into the little golden 
boat. They took their places, and as Robin fitted 
the oars and prepared to dip them in the yellow 
flood and row away, Tuna held the side in his pudgy 
fed hand as he said: 

" As I have told you, this river runs through an 
underground channel for a long way, but it leads to 
light at last." 

"I came this way, didn't I?" questioned 

Patty, remembering with a little thrill of regret 
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for the blithe comrade, her voyage with the 
prince. 

Thejsun-god nodded and went on. 

"Yes.* So you will not be surprised, but 
Robin and Traddles might be, at the darkness you 
will have to pass through. But this is what I want 
you to understand: When you reach a certain stage in 
your journey y after you have ^one by the place where 
you met Montezuma in the forest by the river, you will 
leave the land of yesterday behind you.fi^ever, and 
find yourself again in the year 1910, 'ij" * > 

"Can't you come?" cried Patty again. But 
he shook his head till the feathered rays of his 
corona gleamed like a ring of flame. 

" No, thank you," he said. " I may not be the 
Real Thing, but I don't like to have my toes 
tickled. Good-bye I" 

"Good-bye I Good-bye I Adios!" were the 
three answering cries. Then, as Robin sent the 
boat scudding into the middle of the stream, there 
came a sound that caused Traddy to call out : 

" Wait a miditi WoHn, Wait a miditt I say I" 
And in a moment with swift, pattering feet and 
breathless, panting haste, Tunkel arrived in sight. 

" We can't lose Tunk," laughed Robin, hold- 
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ing the oars. He'll swim out to us all right. He's 
done that before, hasn't he, Trad? There, he's 
stopped to get your cap." 

Sure enough, the little dog swam up to the 
boat with the cap in his mouth, and Traddy 
dragged him in and hugged him, dripping as he 
was, to his breast. Patricia patted his damp coat 
with her little hand and Robin smiled. But the 
sun-god, who had been jogging away toward the 
city came running back. He made a hollow of his 
hands, and shouted: 

" Throw the dog overboard and let him come 
back. He belongs to the past. You can *t take him over 
the threshold of the Twentieth Century!" 

But Traddy held on, and Tunkel looked back 
with a defiant growl. 

" I want to take him," cried Traddy. And with 
a gesture of his shoulders which seemed to say: 
"Do as you please, but I have warned you," the 
sun-god waved his hand. Then the little boat 
ducked under an arch at the edge of the Topaz 
Tunnel, preparatory to descending into the grotto 
of the subterranean stream, and the three waved 
their last farewells to the lone, glowing figure that 
stood on the Bridge of the Kings over the Lost River ! 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR 
THE TENT AT THE ZONE 

Captain lee had been a month in 
Panama, far out of the regular lines of 
travel and away from the telegraph 
stations, trying to match his engineer- 
ing skill with the strange, baffling conditions that 
were making the " battle of the levels " a losing one 
to the government he represented. 

He had not heard from New York. But he 
was not troubled. He had often been many months 
away from his children. A soldier has first to think 
of Uncle Sam and then of his family. 

But he dreamed of the dimpling smile of Patty 
and the sweet and loving chatter of little Trad many 
a night as he lay in his canvas tent, which was 
pitched now here and now there through that wild 
and little known country, as he studied the various 
water courses along the way. 

' Pm glad I told them they could go to Aunt 
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Mary's," he mused. "She is such a comfortable 
old dear with children. Never winces at their wildest 
war-whoops or worries over what they break or tear. 

" Poor little kids. They don't know the real 
meaning of a home. I'm afraid, sometimes, that 
the nurse is cross to 'em. But they've both got so 
much sand they never tell I 

" Well, I must do my best for them as well as 
for the commissioners down here. I can't give 'em 
money. But I do believe those two little tads are 
proud of me. I do, for a fact. And I must make 
good I" 

He smiled and turned over in his blankets and 
slept. And through the barred net that fell over his 
door the moonlight shone whitely. 

But in his darkest dreams he did not have to 
know that the children he so loved had not been 
seen in Gramercy Square since the day he had sailed 
away ; that in fact Aunt Mary had gone to Europe 
quite unexpectedly the day before he left for Pan- 
ama to see a daughter who was in London and ill. 
So she, quite naturally, had known nothing about 
his intention of leaving his children with her. The 
nurse, on the other hand, had been quick to take 
advantage of her promised holiday. When the chil- 
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dren remained out that afternoon and did not return 
that night she simply packed her satchel and went 
away. 

" They'll be safe with the old lady," she said, 
" and goodness knows I've needed a rest from them 
for many a day." 

Policeman Grimes used to smile to himself, re- 
membering the white whisker-seed as he swung 
along on his beat around the charming park, and 
he had counted the golden notes of the bells in the 
Metropolitan tower for every day until thirty had 
passed. Then he began to wonder why the chil- 
dren had not been around. 

Their Aunt, Mrs. Gray, lived but a short distance 
from the square, and one day he strolled over to 
inquire about the little Lee chaps, only to find her 
doors and windows boarded up as if she had gone 
on a long visit away from the city. 

His inquiry at the drug store about her where- 
abouts sent him hurriedly over to the Captain's 
residence. But this, too, was deserted. Then, as a 
loyal friend of the officer and his children, Grimes 
went to the house where Robin, who was an orphan, 
boarded while he was in school. The people there 
had not heard of the boy for at least four weeks. 
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" He was a nice boy," they said. "And they hoped 
that nothing had happened to him ; but he had gone 
away." 

The boys, still running their Marathon races 
about the park could tell him no more of their 
teacher. 

Then, half sick with a dread that he could not 
name. Officer Grimes had telegraphed to Captain 
Lee. He did not know where to reach him. So he 
simply sent the message, in care of the Canal Com- 
mission, somewhere in Panama. 

The engineer had returned from his trip to the 
mountains toward the west, and was now following 
the course of a stream which was said by the natives 
to dip underground and become lost altogether. 
This was a tributary of the Chagres. And the Cap- 
tain had an opinion that it might be troublesome in 
flood times. 

He was standing on the bank of this stream one 
morning when he saw a man in khaki approach at 
such a speed as he could manage through the rough 
country; and, as he drew near, he saw that it was 
another engineer, a brother officer, and that he had 
a message for him. 

The Captain, standing with his broad felt hat 
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drawn over his eyes to protect them from the fierce 
glare of the tropic sunlight, presented a fine and 
soldierly figure in his khaki uniform; and the rider, 
waving his dispatch, galloped upon him rapidly. His 
face was grave, and Captain Lee wondered. In that 
desolate place companionship is always met with 
signs of pleasure. 

" Hello, Piersonl " he called cheerfully. " I'm 
mighty glad to see you. The voice of the mosquito 
alone in the land gets monotonous. What's that? 
Another message from some one who knows all 
about the Canal problem? Or is it a dispatch from 
the President?" 

He reached up and took it languidly as the 
cavalryman bent in his saddle. 

" I had the deuce of a time finding you," 
complained the officer, jumping from his horse, 
"and say, old fellow," he put his arm around 
the Captain's shoulder, " I'm afraid it's bad 



news." 



Lee's brown cheek grew pale as he tore open 
the envelope. A moment he scanned it, and then 
with a hoarse cry hid his face in his hands. Cap- 
tain Pierson saw the words in black ink as the 

message fluttered open to the ground: 
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" Engineer Corps, 

Captain L. N. Lee, U. S. A., Panama. 
" Your children have not been seen here for a 
month. 

" Their Aunt in Europe. Nurse not at home. 

" Grimes." 

"I must go to New York at once," he said. 
" And it will take me two days to get to the sea- 
shore and six days more to get home— if a steamer 
is in!" 

He groaned. And his comrade stood beside 
him silently, after the fashion of men and soldiers 
everywhere. Then Captain Lee's glance drifted out 
over the water, and was caught and held by some- 
thing glittering and bright upon the surface of the 
stream. "What's that?" he called sharply to Pier- 
son, pointing to the object that seemed to be rapidly 
drawing near. 

" A boat of some kind, I should say," returned 
Pierson, bending forward. " One of those canoes 
that one sees still down in these waters, trimmed 
with gold— or brass— and ornamented with tur- 
quoises and colored stones. This looks like one 

of the old Aztec By Jove, man, what ails 

you?" 
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For Captain Lee, suddenly, and with a loud 
cry, leaped to the very edge of the stream and 
began running along the bank toward the little 
boat. It was scudding in like an arrow of light, 
sent by the strong arms of a boy, yellow-haired, 
tall and young. For a moment the soldier looked 
like one dazed at the sight before him. Then he 
turned to his friend: 

" I don't know how this has come about. Pier- 
son," he said brokenly, while tears ran over his tan 
cheeks. "But my children are in that boat! Look for 
yourself. Patty and Traddles with Robin Reed. God 
bless them 1" 

He gave a long " Halloo^* ! in which he was 
joined by his companion. A shout answered by a 
three-fold cry of joy from the waters. 

Then the little keel grated on the sands and the 
Captain waded out and caught his own to his breast 
and carried them both to shore. 

Robin leaped to the land and was greeted by 
Captain Pierson. Then he stopped to pick up 
Traddy's cap and to replace it on the shining head 
that was now cuddled against a khaki-covered 
father-heart. 

There were tears and laughter and hurried 
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snatches of the wonderful tale that could not be 
told just then, and with one arm around his chil- 
dren the Captain threw the other about the shoul- 
ders of Robin Reed when Patty whispered shyly: 
" Robin has been taking care of Traddy all the 



time." 



« 



We had a dog, too," observed Traddy sadly, 
but he did not tell just then how Tunkel had dis- 
appeared mysteriously and suddenly when they had 
left the past, leaving only a dear memory behind 
him. But he looked at Robin, and Robin sighed : 

"Yes, we had a dog; a jolly little long, low, 
rakish dog, and I think we are going to miss 
him I" 

"Never mind anything now," cried Captain 
Lee. " I'm the happiest man alive with my kiddies 
safe in my arms. Hurrah!^* He sprang up and 
swung them again to his bosom. " Hurrah! " And 
he whispered something that Patty knew was a 
soldier's prayer of thanksgiving. 

" Well," said Captain Pierson, " I must be get- 
ting back to camp. Glad to carry such a happy 
message with me. Although I'll be hanged if I 
understand a thing about it. Where in the world 

have you kids been anyway?" 
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" Through the Little Lost Door," said Traddles, 
picking up his cap again, and jamming it upon his 
curls. 

"On the Steps to Nowhere," said Patty, look- 
ing with a dimpling smile at Robin, who added 
seriously : 

^ In the Land of Yesterday f ** 



(< 



230 



Digitized by 



Google 



Digitized by 



Google 



'f><^cr 



Digitized by 



Google 



•i 



Digitized by 



Google 



Digitized by 



Google 



